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	1. Chapter 1

August 30, 2552 20:00  
>Aszod ship-breaking yards, Eposz, Reach<p>

* * *

><p>It was done.<p>

Six sighed as he leapt from the mass driver's cradle landing with against on the catwalk with an audible thud, tightly gripping his rifle the Spartan warrior scanned the area, all was silent not even a blip on his tracker. Lowering his weapon satisfied that he was for now, clear of Covenant signatures. Slowly walking from the weapon he knelt by the motionless form of Noble Team's Assault Specialist, Emile-A239, leaning against the Onager platform railing. Setting his rifle aside the Spartan stared mournfully at his fallen comrade, defiant to the end Emile was a credit to the team.

'_Not much of a team now…' _He muttered to himself bitterly, reaching over the Spartan removed the deceased man's tags from beneath his armor. Slightly tempted to remove the aggressive Spartan's customized helmet, No, pulling his hand back he stowed the Spartan's tag within a case on his thigh, Emile was the only other Spartan within Noble, beside Six himself that refused to remove his helmet, Emile's emblazoned with a skull chipped into the visor. For whatever reason he may have held for that Six would respect, though he never had a chance to speak with the man at length he was still a brother-in-arms, a fellow SPARTAN-III. Emile's tags would rest with the other Noble's who fell in defense of Reach;

Jorge-052 Noble Five, Noble's only SPARTAN-II and their heavy weapons expert. Gruff but empathetic the large man was his partner throughout much of the conflict; bonded in combat they shared a silent camaraderie. The Spartan had sacrificed himself to make sure that UPPERCUT had succeeded, obliterating a Covenant Super-carrier in a brilliant showing of human ingenuity. His last words still resounding within Six's head, _"Tell 'em to make it count."_ The giant had spoken in a soft voice as he hefted Six off the ground, armor and all with a single arm. A testament to the power that his predecessors held. A faint smirk graced the scarred Spartan's features before tossing his comrade through the barrier, watching his descending form for a brief moment before setting off to complete his task. Another bitter sound filtered through the Spartan's speakers, had they made it count? Reach was lost, turning into a barren molten wasteland. To Six, Jorge had accomplished nothing but to die in vain, to delay the fall by a mere sixteen days. Shaking his head he dispelled the slow descent into melancholy, it was enough, sixteen days they had held the aliens off, sixteen days that millions of civilians and non-combat personal had a chance to flee. Sixteen more days that Earth remained safe from alien assault, more time for Humanity to galvanize, ready itself for the oncoming Covenant armada.

Catherine-B320 Noble Two, Noble Team's Intelligence specialist and second in command, curious as her nickname and always cheeky the woman never let her team down. From fixing plasma scarred relay to cracking classified ONI data, felled by an Elite needle rifle Six held her in his arms using her pistol to vainly avenge her. Like the rest of the team, he had no time to truly get to know the team's sole female but her saucy demeanor and ever-present curiosity served to amuse the Spartan even if he didn't vocalize it. Though it peeved him that she had cracked into his classified file, her actions had provided the key to their problem, a way to deposit their makeshift bomb.

Carter-A259 Noble One, Noble Team's fearless and no-nonsense leader, Six had little interaction with the Spartan leader even in comparison to the others. His courageous sacrifice allowed Emile and himself to reach the Autumn and deliver the package. Ramming their Pelican into the Scarab as it threatened to incinerate the two Spartan's with its gigantic plasma cannon, Carter had heroically sacrificed himself to insure their victory, and what Six hoped was Humanity's victory over the Covenant. Before the freefall from the back of the Pelican Carter had slipped Kat and his own tags into Six's hand, squeezing the newbie Noble's hand tightly he demanded that Six promise him that he would not fail. He had kept his promise.

Emile-A239 Noble Four, Noble Team's bold unbreakable assault specialist, Emile was the last Spartan Six had fought alongside. Defiantly defending the cannon against an Elite ambush he held off the Covenant drop ships before Six had taken the helm. Even as an Elite Zealot impaled him upon his sword, the skulled helmed Spartan still fought on, driving his signature kukri into the lizard's neck before succumbing to the horrible wound. Looking to his left Six spotted the kukri, buried hilt deep into the Elite's exposed flesh. Frowning he pried the curved blade from the alien; wiping the purple blood off upon the alien's own skin Six stared mournfully at his comrade's signature weapon. Returning to Emile's body, Six carefully removed the sheath mounted on his right shoulder pauldron sheathing the blade back within its rightful place Six attached it to his own pauldron.

"I'll make sure to cut plenty of Covenant bastards for you Emile. I won't cut myself, like Kat." Chuckling slightly at the joke Six spared the fallen Spartan a second glance before standing; he could not remain here any longer. Covenant forces would certainly coverage on the gun, eager to slay one of the Demons that had decimated their forces.

Satisfied Six abandoned the Onager making his way out of the shipyard, scavenging whatever supplies he could from the fallen Marines. It was strangely silent, except for the distant explosions and occasional sporadic gunfire, the only persistent sound was the far off Covenant cruisers slowly glassing Reach's surface. Even more peculiar was the lack of engagement, it had been at least an hour since he had left the facility and Six had yet to encounter a single Covenant patrol, not even a pack of their diminutive Grunts. If it wasn't such a worrying problem, Six would have breathed a sigh of relief. The Spartan commando would have preferred engagement rather than the stifling emptiness, the lack of action served only to let his mind wander, his spiral into a miserable mourning. His thoughts drifted to the final member of his team, Noble's sharpshooter Noble Three, Jun -A266 was a strange man in Six's opinion. His constant chatter a stark contrast to his role as a sniper, despite that he was a crack shot evidenced during their scouting mission within the Szurdok Ridge. Quickly picking off the Elite soldiers and saving Six from a Jackal who somehow managed to sneak behind him, a light-hearted quip at his heroics was the only chastisement he received from the Spartan before advancing to their next objective.

Noble One's final order to the taciturn sniper was to escort the Mother of the Spartan Program, the one and only Dr. Catherine Elizabeth Halsey, to safety. Despite her vehement disapproval of an escort their leader would not take a negative, a few words between the two were spoken before he and the doctor disappeared behind the bulkhead of a Pelican. Their ship vanishing on the horizon as the ice shelf concealing ONI's underground complex shuddered and collapsed, burying the Intelligence facility beneath thousands of tons of rock and ice.

During the uneventful hour Six had attempted to open contact with the sniper several times, each attempt however was similarly futile responded with bursts of static and warping dialogue. The Covenants glassing had either destroyed all the communication relays or caused interference. He had no way of knowing whether Jun survived or became another causality of Reach's downfall, Six truly hoped that the sniper had made it to safety. Noble Team did not deserve to perish completely on the surface of this now dead world; someone had to live on to carry the torch of their sacrifice and heroics. Noble Team's spirit would live on. Stopping the last member of the fireteam stared at the horizon, the sky an ominous orange illuminated by the dreadful advanced weaponry; it was more than likely that he would not live to see the next sunrise. Six had to chuckle at his rueful thoughts, Spartan never died; at least, that is what the higher ups wanted the common soldierite to believe. Despite the highly classified nature of the SPARTAN-III Program Six was painfully aware of the purpose he and his fellow third generation Spartans held, cheap disposable shock troops. ONI censors could not keep every iota of knowledge sealed, even from a computer illiterate soldier like him.

"Throwaway heroes," that is what Six had once overheard the term he and his fellow SPARTAN-III's were dubbed by command. In the face of the success of SPARTAN-II's such as Frederic-104 and John-117, the military hierarchy within the UNSC demanded cheaper Spartans. Those that could get the job done the same as a SPARTAN-II but at the fraction of the cost.

Six scoffed at the thought even in the face of annihilation humans still bore their greed money still truly ruled all. He, like the rest of his comrades was born from those ideals, cheap soldiers to turn the tide, to become the bulwark that humanity needed against the technologically superior Covenant. Recruited at age six the youth that would become known as Noble Six leapt at the offer to pay back the aliens for slaughtering his friends and family at Jericho. Throwing away his name and past Six endured many long years of training and painful genetic augmentations until it eventually bore fruit; before him, three hundred SPARTAN-III's, alongside him more. A boost that the ailing human military sorely needed.

Like the Spartans before him, Six slew all that stood between peace for the UNSC, removed from BETA immediately after training Six, displaying an aptitude for singular operation, segregated from his company sent off as a lone assassin. . Silencing a number of insurrectionist militias and Covenant war parties, rated Hyper-Lethal by ONI operatives Six was a loner, never one to stick to a single team. Carter had called him a lone wolf, an ironic phrase considering how well known the canine pack mentality was, true to the trait Six rarely interacted with others, even his Spartan brethren. His skill set complemented his solitary nature, a hyper-lethal assassin. In addition to his significant ground, combat repertoire the SPARTAN-III Commando joined the Tier-1 confidential SABRE Program, an experiential surface-launched space-superiority starfighter, while regarded himself as a mediocre pilot Command counted his training a success and lauded his accomplishments, specifically his only true usage of the skill. Other than during Operation UPPERCUT, B312 piloted the experimental craft during an uprising on the Eridanus colony of Mamore, eradicating the opposition and snuffing out the rebellion. According to his previous superior it was because of his results on the outer rim colony that had caught the attention of Noble Team's commanding officer Colonel Urban Holland, not two months after his excursion on Mamore did Six found himself on Humanity's second largest military-industrial complex, behind the home system, Reach birthplace of the SPARTAN-II's. The rest was history, the month long conflict that embroiled the planet was slowly ending, they had lost, no matter how many Spartans there were Humanity could not stand against the technologically superior armada that infested the skies.

Reach, had finally fallen.

* * *

><p>Searing heat gnawed at his shoulder as the round of plasma struck his armor, while his failing shields absorbed most of ionized gas he could still feel its burn as his barriers finally shattered. Grinding his teeth swung his rifle around, catching the Elite General squarely in the helmet, knocking it off its feet the ignited energy blade clattering to the ground beside him. Sneering at the alien Six ripped his magnum from his magnetic holster, squeezing off two rounds into the creature's head. An expelled sigh suddenly sucked back in as more bolts of plasma streak past, dropping the magnum back into the magnetic field Six shouldering his rifle peppering the advancing Elite. Just as its shields were about to buckle under his ballistic assault a second barrage of plasma strikes his pauldron, splashes of the heated gas flickering against his exposed cheek.<p>

His Commando helmet lay several feet away; the visor cracked, within the delicate optics and uplinks encased within the titanium shell now flickering uselessly. A damaged power relay or the numerous cracks littering the visor, either option rendered the heads-up display inoperable. Six wasn't sure what had damaged the non-reflective blue visor as the engagement had suddenly exploded into a vicious fight for survival. The Spartan had to abandon the helmet as the damaged material obscured his vision but also muted his surroundings, no long functioning properly the external speakers produced sporadic whines, and popping. Despite the near suicidal prospect of fighting without a protective head covering, Six had little choice.

Freeing his left hand from the rifle Six once again grabbed his magnum, unloading the clip into the Elite before its shields could hope to regenerate. Raising his rifle, he continued to fire at the second advancing Elite, the ammo counter rapidly diminishing the rifle bolt loudly snapped as the magazine ran dry. A third elite sprinted towards him, energy dagger glowing menacingly on its wrist, bringing his pistol to bear Six cursed as the magnum clicked harmlessly. His gaze returned to the advancing Elite as it slammed its four-digit hand striking him across the jaw, sharp pain lancing across his exposed cheek as the sharpened talon lacerated a line across his mouth. Sent sprawling to the ground the dazed Spartan instinctually thrust his leg out, driving his foot into the looming alien's torso, the aliens burning blade poised to strike the fallen human.

Combined strength of his augmented muscles and powered suit staggering the quarter ton beast backwards, armored boot kicking his discarded helmet down the short incline. The alien growling loudly at his prey's defiance surges forwards just as his red clad brethren leapt towards the prone Spartan, energy sword rocketing down aiming for his exposed head. Enhanced reflexes, jokingly referred to as; "Spartan Time," allowed his to move in time allowing the lizard only the brief satisfaction of a shallow cauterized wound on his cheek. Spiting defiantly at the beast Six slid his combat knife from its bandolier holster, a reckless swing managing solely to clip Elite's exposed eye, if NCO Mendez witnessed his sloppy knife work he was certain the stone-faced trainer would scold him viciously and force him into an intense retraining regiment.

The alien roaring in furious pain and religious fervor reels his sword back to finish the defiant demon, noticing the second Elite's oncoming attack Six ,rolling onto his side surges his leg out striking the unsuspecting Elite harshly in the exposed back section of his leg armor. He hoped that like humans, the white clad Ultra snarling at him, had a similar nerve bundle in their legs. His hopes were founded as a well-timed strike to the peroneal nerve, or whatever their races equivalent; even if they had one, Six later mused he might have just been lucky. Rage and momentum allows the fallen Spartan to catch the Elite off guard, sending him stumbling over his armored form and into his comrade. Despite their advanced technology and training the Elite's vehement stricture to their code of honor lead many to their deaths, blinded by zeal the two Elites failed counteract Six's simple strike. Colliding with each other the two Elites crumpled to the ground; pained roars alerted the Spartan to their fate, whether dead on their own blades or simply disabled Six cared little. So long as they were out of action he was content to let them sleep in the dirt, instinct and reflexes saving him as his foot struck forward catching a third advancing Elite's downward strike.

The alien roared in pain as the heavy armored foot removed the glowing blade from his taloned grip, capitalizing on the moment Six leapt to his feet, his vision swimming from pain and fatigue he swiftly drew Emile's kukri from his pauldron. Held defensively in front of him Six and the SpecOps Minor Elite circled one another, having retrieved his sword the Elite more than happy to engage one of the famed Demons in hand-to-hand. Behind the Elite's enclosed helmet the alien chuckled darkly, grunting out a string of words in his language, if those words sought to intimidate the Spartan they failed. Noticing his taunt failed the Elite nodded slightly before drawing one of its talons across his throat, a very human gesture suggesting that he wished to take Six's head.

Responding with a smirk Six gestured for the Elite to engage him, curious if it was as universal as he wondered. His curiosity sated when the beast snarled loudly charging forward, sword poised to impale him, sidestepping the lunge Six brought the curved knife down between the gap of the Elite's elbow joint, the squelch, and indigo blood coating the kukri an indication of his success. Expertly trained footwork spun as Six back peddled, giving a wide berth between him and the furious alien. Whipping around the Elite swung the sword in a wide diagonal arch; in response, Six struck his foot out catching the Elite once again in the wrist. It lacked his previous strength but it stopped to slash from cleaving through his chest, fueled by fury the Elite returned to the melee with a quick succession of slashes. Each strike the Elite threw at him Six either avoided or deflected with a similar strike; the SpecOps Elite was vicious in his assault, clearly wishing to earn accolades for ending a menace. As the two warriors traded a series of strikes that resulted in small nicks and cuts the Spartan, become painfully aware of distant roar of Covenant engines. A sound he had heard hundreds of times on the battlefield, _'drop ships, shit.'_

Cursing under his breath again Six returned his focus to his current foe, the sooner he stopped toying with the Elite the faster he could make his escape from the oncoming onslaught of Covenant ground troops.

Rone 'Nakotee was furious, at first he relished in the battle with the Demon that had felled six of his battle-brothers in combat, he earned a warriors death. Now after what he believed to be at least a Unit both combatants we only held minor wounds a testament to the Demon's strength, to fully enjoy the battle Rone had disengaged his personal emitters, the battle would be pointless if his foe's metal blade could not pierce his defenses. Why these heretics still used such primitive weapons was beyond the Minor, raising his arm up he caught the curved metal blade against his gauntlet grunting as he shook off the weapon and swept his own the Demon's exposed head. Slipping underneath the slash the Demon planted his fist into Rone's exposed abdomen, his armor absorbed much of the Demon's force but Rone still felt his breath ripped from his lungs. Staggering backwards, Rone instinctually placed his hand on the spot. The sleek armor bearing a small indentation, these Demons were truly in a class about the rest of their pathetic race. While he enjoyed this melee with his armored foe, Rone sought to end it and return to his band, a Demon head in tow as his war trophy, a well-earned promotion, and accolades. Scanning his foe's features Rone could not believe what he saw, the Demon's eyes were unfocused, looking at something out of his vision, not focusing on him!

How dare this unclean heretic disrespect him by losing focus! Snarling in righteous fury the Sangheili warrior lunged forward his burning blade of plasma streaking forward, Rone would end this Demon's life and mount his armor above his bunk. No one would disrespect him, not even a worthy foe such as him! The next instance seemed to happen in slow motion for the Sangheili; the human's metallic blue eyes snapped back onto his opponent, tossing the curved blade into his right hand the human caught his extended wrist. Pulling the Sangheili warrior forward Rone could only watch as the human's iron grip tightened, watching as a thick grey armored elbow slammed into his outstretched arm. Intense pain flooded his arm, a strangled roar escaping Rone could do little as his blade slipped from his grasp. He sought revenge against the heretic, who dared to injury him in such a manor.

Except when the Special Operations Sangheili sought his opponent he found nothing but the outstretched barren wastes ahead of him, only when another sharp pain exploded through his leg did the realization dawn upon him. He allowed his rage and injury to distract him, allowed the heretic to exploit his weakness and take advantage of his failure. Collapsing to a knee as his leg gave out from under him he clenched his mandibles against together, the armored hand of his foe filling his vision.

As his foe gripped the exposed mandible of his helmet, Rone whispered a silent prayer to the Ancients as his world exploded into black.

Six dropped the now dead Elite warrior without a care, sparing it a briefly glance he began his mad dash away from the battlefield, stopping only briefly to retrieve his discarded weapons and damaged helmet. He had no idea where to go but he had little choice but to abandon the field, he was tired his muscles screaming for him to stop and rest. He could not stop, he could not rest. Not until he was away from the Covenant, perhaps reunited with whatever human resistance remained on Reach.

* * *

><p>September 11th, 2552 06:23<br>160 klicks from Farkas Lake, Eposz, Reach.

* * *

><p>Coughing slightly Six held back a retch as he casually tossed a small gray cylindrical tin over his shoulder, the sludgy grease coating the insides mixing with the once white sands. It tasted like the back-end of a tail pipe but it was better than starving. Rising from the rock he used as a makeshift stool, Six stared at his discarded food container; it was the last of the MREs he scavenged from the downed Pelican. The last bit of food he had, together with half a canteen of fresh water Six was running dangerously low on supplies, the past couple weeks of fighting and running had been extremely difficult. Ammunition was scarce equally as much as food, most of the military complexes were either glassed, occupied by significant Covenant opposition or empty. Removing his rifle from his back magnetic holster Six ejected the magazine, slipping each individual round from the magazine. Six rounds remained, the Spartan snorted derisively at the thought, Six had only six rounds. It was a stupid joke. Slamming the loaded cartridge into his gun, the Spartan watched the ammo counter cycle through random numbers before settling on his current count.<p>

His pistol ammo fared no better, one full magazine remaining, he used another to put down an Elite who stumbled upon his scavenging. His weapons squared away he slipped his grey helmet back on, the cracked blue visor obscuring his features, during the week had had managed to restore the optics and audio to the shell although he could do little to repair the polarized composite at least the HUD functioned properly, even if the numerous cracks obscured a portion of his line-of-sight. Rapping his fist against his armored chest he riled himself up, his break was over he had a long way to go until he reached his destination.

* * *

><p>September 11th, 2552 21:45<br>Sabre Program Launch/Research Range Farkas Lake, Eposz, Reach

* * *

><p>There it was, after hours of walking and evasion, Six had finally reached his destination, the launch facility for the YSS-1000, the same craft he and Jorge used to take on the supercarrier. There had to be at least one remaining in dry-dock; it was his only chance off world. Any larger craft would be detected by the fleet and there was no chance of stowing away on one of their, who knew where he could end up. Activating his optics the Spartan scanned the entryway from his craggy post, nothing. There was nothing, even as he approached the facility through the same rock spire beach that Noble assaulted three weeks prior. Traces of Covenant blood still stained what was once a beautiful white beach, even the heavy imprints that Jorge's huge boots had made still remained, as if time itself froze in remembrance to the fallen. The Spartan encountered no resistance as he arrived at the entrance he and Noble used to penetrate the facility, unsure of the cause Six grunted in effort, as he had to pry the sealed entrance open. Inside the muted facility shone a pale orange, the facility sustained simply by emergency lighting, the emergency lighting the only source. Six's fist reverberated a loud thud as he vented his frustration against the bulkhead, it was too much to hope that facility remained unscarred from the invasion, he had to figure out a way to restore the power if his desperate plan held any hope of coming to fruition.<p>

"Damn it."

Six was about to vent his agitation again when a soft crackle averted him, an incoming transmission. Keying up his tacpad the Spartan tried his best to clean up the signal, he was no electronics expert like Kat, but they did manage to pound some semblance of knowledge into him. Grinding his teeth the forgone frustration returned in full force, why was he so atrocious with electronics even a cadet could clean up basic interference the only thing he was good at was killing.

"-ble Six"

There! A brief window, a voice filtered through his speakers. The voice sounded vaguely familiar but Six could not place where. Moving out from under the metal awning the Spartan hoped it was merely interference from within the abandoned facility, the Covenant had obliterated most of the UNSC resources planet side but the Spartan hoped at least a signal relay satellite survived the armada.

"This is Noble Six to any UNSC forces. Please repeat your last. I say again this is Noble Six to anyone receiving this signal, respond. Over." The risk of calling out on an unsecured channel was immense, there was no other choice, and Six had nothing but his life to lose. He was alone; if there was someone left out there, he had to find him or her.

Six almost ripped his helmet off when the speakers in his helmet loudly whined, static and corrupted bits of audio bleating into his ears, his hopes riled for nothing. If anyone had survived the Covenant's vicious assault, no doubt he or she was too far away to render him any assistance. Even if they were close, enough it was a certainty that Covenant sensors sweeping the lands would locate and obliterate them. He was about to give up and improvise when the same voice filtered clearer through the communicator, it spoke in a clear calm dry voice. Instead of being a voice fueled by panic or despair it was a feminine voice, clearly synthetic. An artificial intelligence.

"Sierra-Three One Two please respond."

The SPARTAN-III stiffened at the call sign, very few people on Reach knew his Spartan serial number outside of Noble, to his knowledge only Jun-A266 survived. That only left… "Auntie Dot?"

"Acknowledged, it is a relief to see that you are unharmed." If the Spartan did not know any better he would have swore that the AI was actually relieved that he survived, but that wasn't possible. Auntie Dot was a "dumb" AI merely designed as a communication liaison and information database, she had no capacity for anything more at least, that is what Six had been taught.

"Sierra-Three One Two, geometric scans indicate your location at sector Five-D; Sabre Program Launch/Research Range. Please confirm."

Her sudden reveal of the Spartan's location caused his impatient pacing to end, his muscles tensing; the AI had just revealed his location over an open communication channel. Why would she do that, the Covenant would track her signal and swarm the base!

"Sierra-Three One Two, acknowledge." The AI paused, as if to think, a millisecond in reality but to him, it felt like a lifetime. "Sierra-Three One Two please do not worry. This connection is secure."

Six knew that the AI was incapable of lying to him but it seemed too convenient, how could Dot have accomplished such a feat?

"Noble Six, it would be preferable to withdraw from open space. Covenant patrols actively searching for survivors. My subroutines have been transferred onto a local server base side; we can discuss your plan within."

Narrowing his eyes Six complied reluctantly, Noble's AI companion was acting peculiar, even though his situation was dire, the Spartan refused to dismiss his paranoia. How did she know of his, "plan," granted there was little else he could do with his current situation but it still unnerved him how she knew what he was thinking. Reluctantly he followed the AI's direction, the waypoint on his heads-up display leading him down, with the main power disabled that ruled out using the elevators forcing him to descend into the bowels of the facility using the stairwell.

After the tenth landing Six stopped counting, letting his mind drift back to the AI, she had remained silent simply waiting for the soldier to arrive at the destination she had penned. Six was suspicious of the AI, was she leading him to a solution to his problem or a trap? Could an artificial intelligence lie? Did it have the capacity to deceive? Dot was a dumb AI, she was manufactured for a single purpose, and she simply did not have the capacity for anything else. Perhaps one of the UNSC's Smart AIs.

"Noble Six, we have arrived, please enter."

Said AI broke him from his paranoid-fueled speculation, they had reached the bottom floor staring at him was a thick door, a simple bronze plate affixed above it, "Server Room." Six doubted that this was the solution to his problem, this couldn't be were the generators were stored.

"Dot what are we doing he-"

"Enter Randolph."

Today was not Six's best day, from the frustration of finding his salvation a dud to the constant shock and suspicion Noble's AI kept pouring onto him, now with the utterance of his birth name Six was now truly on edge. Acting on instinct alone Six's hand slide to the pistol holstered on his thigh, in reality he knew that it was a futile action since she existed within a server and could do nothing to harm him, but the action still comforted him.

"Dot, what the hell."

"I did not mean to alarm you Noble Six, please, enter and I will explain."

As if on her vocal cue, the thick blast doors began to separate, screeching in protest as metal slide against natural rock. As they opened a fine mist of steam erupted from within the room, lined with towers of shelves rocketing above him lay the entire facility's servers, each housing an unimaginable amount of information vital to the UNSC effort. Although reluctant Six had little choice but to follow the strange AI's plan, the Spartan commando hoped that no one ever exposed the AI to ancient Earth cinematography.

If Auntie Dot started singing Daisy Bell, he was running as far away from the facility as his legs could take him. Covenant be damned.

* * *

><p>And thus begins the start of a HaloME story. No ME bits yet but next chapter they'll be there. I am still on the fence regarding whether it should be MaleShep or FemShep, which ties into the possibility of pairings later in the story. MaleShep would romance Tali, leaving Six's romance undecided, but if Shep is female I could pair her with Six or Six with Tali.

I am totally not projecting my fantasies using Six as a medium…totally. Regarding Six's real name; Randolph is an old English name based off the two elements; "shield" or "rim" + "wolf". So Shield-Wolf, reference the Spartan's use as a bulwark to the Covenant invasion and Six being dubbed a, "Lone Wolf". It evolved from the Germanic version of Kai (keeper of the keys), to Richard (lion) and then to something a little simpler and more meaningful. Frankly, I don't care for the name Randolph but it flows with Six's situation. I may or may not change it depending on how flippant i feel like being later.

Let me hear you thoughts on that and any concerns you may have regarding the story or my poor writing.


	2. Chapter 2

"Navigation online, engines primed and ready."

Within the craft's cockpit Noble Six waited bristling with impatience, modules flashing all around him as the fighter slowly readied for launch, Noble's AI, Auntie Dot took care of all the logistical necessities outside while he primed the Sabre for launch. Her revelation still bothered the Spartan but he could mull on her change later, for now he needed to escape Reach and link up with the remaining UNSC fleet. So lost in his thoughts he completely missed the keying sequence for the launch, only when Dot's monotone voice sounded over the intercom did he finally notice his distraction.

"Noble Six?"

Flipping several switches, the Spartan forced himself to focus on his current objective, everything else he could deal with once he was safely away, reunited with the rest of humanity. For now, he needed to make sure he didn't blow himself up, "I've got it Dot, ignition sequence underway."

"Acknowledged, bay doors open. T-minus sixty seconds until launch."

Outside the cockpit, an array of yellow lights flooded the launch platform, warning the empty complex of his intent. Below him the massive engines rumbled as they too began their ignition sequence, without them the craft lacked the thrust to penetrate Reach's gravitational pull and escape the atmosphere. A single tiny problem and he wouldn't have to worry about the Covenant; the entire rocket was a bomb waiting to ignite underfoot. Six truly despised space, even in control of a fighter craft he still felt like a helpless newborn. Better to leave space to the aliens and AI.

"Ignition in T-minus twenty seconds and counting."

Again, the AI sounded off, this was it. Six gripped the control stick tightly, the craft reverberating beneath him as the massive engines ignited. The groaning of the metal and the roar of the rockets still unsettled him, oh how he truly hated flying. In his ear, Dot had begun the final countdown, ticking off the seconds with her cold synthetic voice, no matter how much her programmers tried they could not make the AI's voice sound human.

"Ignition."

Despite bracing himself for the launch the massive force from the boosters still jarred him, throwing him deeper into the contoured seat Six gritted his teeth as the craft rapidly ascended from the facility, a plume of smoke following him. The force of the launch was still an unsavory experience, during his time the Spartan suffered the pummels by the likes of Elites, Brutes, and even his fellow Spartans. This however was different; it felt as if some bastard had parked a convoy of Scorpions piloted by Hunters on his body.

Cursing under his breath Six examined the horizon as the craft propelled upwards, what should have been a beautiful sight now only showed the horror that the Covenant brought with them. Alight with smoldering flames and brilliant strikes of purple Six watched humanity's jewel crumble under alien wrath, even if he perished in the process the Spartan commando vowed to slaughter every Covenant he could.

The intense rumbling that had accompanied his ascent slowly tapered off as the boosters chewed through their allotted reserves, flicking a switch the craft burned away from the detached rockets and into the coldness of the space. The familiar weightless feeling descended upon him as the Spartan double checked the Sabre's systems, all green, thank whatever deities floated around for small miracles. "Dot, what is the status of the Covenant fleet?"

"A moment…According to sensors the Covenant armada is currently engaged in combat with an unknown aggressor."

"Unknown aggressor? Is it the UNSC?" This perked Six's interests; did they still have a presence in-system that could content with the aliens? His hopes lay dashed as the AI finished her scans; her reveal did little to soothe his disappointment.

"Negative, based upon current data all UNSC ships have been destroyed or scuttled. It seems that the Covenant fleet is currently engaged in conflict with another larger Covenant CAS-class assault carrier."

That revelation caused the normally stoic Spartan to laugh, casually flipping off in the vague direction of the battle; "Let the bastards kill each other off, less work for me then." Igniting the Sabre's own engines speeding away from the planet and battle, he had to find a craft with FTL capability, there had to be a ship that he could salvage. Surrounding him floated the extensive wreckages of humanity's fleet, sixty percent of their might pulled from other deployments brought to engage the aliens, despite their valiant stand, they now lay obliterated humanity's bulwark collapsed in the face of a superior enemy. Six gently pulled the stick, gliding the craft away from a large piece of hull, clearly of human origin but despite the extensive metal scoring the Spartan could still make out the distinct outline of the broad white eagle wings. Hidden beneath the black scarring a partial name survived, even if their sacrifice drowned in the sea of history, he would remember them.

"Algar…"

"Noble Six? Please repeat."

Shaking his head mournfully the Spartan sped up nothing he could do for the crew, and even if they somehow survived the ship's destruction, they most certainly would have suffocated in the vacuum. "It's nothing Dot."

The familiar sense of hopelessness returned as his continued search returned no fruit, every ship he came across the same suffered the same fate. Either completely bisected and gutted by plasma or scuttled and rendered inert by the former crew, if he had time and help he could possibly restore one to working order but based on Dot's calculations the in-fighting would end soon with either side victorious. Noble Six doubted highly that either side would take too highly, of his snooping; sliding back into his seat Six resisted the urge to slam his fist against the console. Without a Shaw-Fujikawa Translight engine, the Spartan had no chance of reaching home, according to the AI, at his current velocity it could take him upwards to five thousand years to reach Earth. The AI's cold explanation of his chances served only to further his morbid amusement, survive hell on Reach only to starve or suffocate within the cold vacuum. Typical.

He would have preferred to die on Reach.

"Multiple Impulse drive signatures detected."

Broken from his pitiful depression Six violently scanned the horizon before bringing up his scanner, several craft appearing on the once barren radar. Definitely not UNSC, he mocked as his fighter shook multiple rounds of superheated plasma slammed against the craft's shielding, his vision streaked with a golden ripple as the Covenant craft continued to pepper his shields. The prototype craft had an even simpler module than his MJOLNIR armor; if he remembered the schematics correctly, his Sabre could only take a few more rounds before they failed completely. And there definitely was no local Space Boys to fix them.

"Four Type-27 Exoatmospheric Multi-role Fighter detected on an intercept course. Evasive action required."

"I know Dot! Jam their communications if you can, we can't let them alert the fleet." Six screamed at the AI as he rolled the fighter to his left, narrowly avoiding the blob of green energy that flew by. Six cursed as the round exploded against a section of hull, a vivid green light blotting out the empty blackness. _'Well that's a new one, they didn't use those before.'_

"I will do what I am able Noble Six, but I cannot guarantee success."

Jerking the stick back he pulled the craft up, avoiding more of the alien's superheated weapons gritting his teeth Six resisted his body's desire to expel the previously ingested rations. The edge of his vision slowly bleeding color, slivers of silver lines exploding in his eyes, his head feeling as if he had just given a pint too much of blood.

"Noble Six, please reduce speed, biotelemetry scans indicate lower than recommended levels of arterial blood pressure."

"Damnit Dot, shut up!"

Swinging the craft around he let loose a barrage of the Sabre's 30mm cannons, several of the round pinging against the Banshee interceptor, the craft shuddered for a moment purple plasma leaking from its engines like a stream of blood before it erupted in a purple hellfire. The Elite pilot within most certainly incinerated by the inferno, swerving around the wreckage Six grinned within his helmet, one down three to go. As if on his mental cue the three remaining ships continue they plasmic assault, several rounds of heated plasma lancing past his cockpit. One round finding itself lucky enough to melt a portion of the reinforced composited material making up the cockpit window, Six cursed at himself, his shields seemed to have failed sooner than he predicted, now he had to rely on his piloting skills to survive. He was a better pilot than this, he had to stop letting his grief and anger cloud his skill.

Flicking several switches on the canopy display Six slid his thumb over the Medusa missile switch; waiting a moment longer, he allowed his thumb to indent the button. Normally the missile salvo thrust forward away from the craft before the thrusters ignited and rocketed towards their homed target. Instead, the Spartan had disabled the weapon's onboard thrusters, leaving the missiles to become improvised free-floating mines. Surging forward he waited until his Covenant pursuers flew closer, their onboard sensors ignoring the seemingly inert weapons. Perfect, they would be none the wiser until his trap had sprung.

Flicking another switch Six suppressed a malevolent chuckle as Dot read off the damage to their pursuers; One Banshee down, second venting plasma from its port wing, while the third escaped undamaged. To his advantage, it seemed that the technologically superior Covenant never thought of using mines or at least never repurposing existing technology for such a purpose. Their mistake was to his advantage.

His victory is short lived however, as the Banshee pilots, livid at his unorthodox and dishonorable tactics renewed their pursuit vigorously. The barrage of plasma striking the rear of his craft, sections of his hull peeling away as the superheated rounds melted the metal frame, his AI attempted to interject while he madly attempted to evade their pursuers. It wasn't until he tried to roll his craft did he the AI's warnings finally set in;

"Noble Six, we have entered a region of space occupied by an anomalous field of electromagnetic interference. Electronics and avionics have failed."

In a fit of anger, the Spartan slammed his fist against the console, he seemed to be doing that a lot lately but considering the past couple weeks he figured he had proper excuse to vent his anger on all manner of technology, and walls. Futilely he jerked the stick back and forth, hoping his mental commands could possibly force the machine to move to no surprise the craft did not relent to his assault. The Spartan expected his end to come soon, the pursuing Covenant craft would surely obliterate his drifting craft, to his astonishment he turned to find the craft swiftly departing. Even the Elites knew better than to fly into a spatial anomaly, chalk this up to another reason why Six loathed space, random quirks that completely invalidated even the most advanced technology.

"God dammit all to hell, Dot isn't there anything you can do?"

The AI was silent for a moment as the craft's electronics began to flicker on and off, "I am sorry Noble Six, there is nothing I can do."

The spiteful rebuttal that Six had prepared died in his throat as a wave of nausea arrived suddenly followed swiftly by sharp pains all over his body. He tried to speak only to find his throat welling shut, something was waging war against his body that he couldn't fight against. A familiar tinge of copper exploded on his tongue, blood, he could feel something dripping from his nose, and he could feel it slowly drooling out from his eyes and ears. Hands found their way to his throat as the pain exploded in intensity, it was too much to bear his vision was darkening, the sounds of his AI's concerned synthetic voice was the only sound within the silent cockpit. The final thing the Spartan saw before he fell limp was a purple ripple on the spatial horizon, collapsing forward held back simply by his harness Spartan-B312 allowed the darkness to swallow him, unaware of his future destination.

Within the sleek purple hull of the massive Covenant carrier a singular AI held the helm, her extreme intellect allowed the small avatar to expertly pilot the larger craft. Her enhanced weaponry obliterating several smaller craft as they attempted to destroy the traitorous carrier, with no amount of amusement she watched them implode in a fiery inferno, her weapons superior to theirs. Something caught her attention, a small blip on the radar, too far away to be a concern if it was an enemy; extending her sensors, she was surprised to find it was a UNSC craft.

Scanning the unknown ship further, she found on life form onboard, the life form inert but alive she watched as it slowly drifted towards the anomaly that their arrival rifted. Briefly, she entertained the idea of assisting the ship, but almost as quickly dismissed it. To assist she would have to leave herself open to significant assault from the armada, a risk she could not allow. John might have objected, he was never one to leave a comrade to an uncertain fate, but she had to make a tactical decision. The lives of her charges were far more important than that of an unknown, even if that telemetry of that unknown seemed so familiar. Just as strange as its familiarity was that of the secondary signal she gleamed through the radiation, something onboard that ship was familiar, oddly familiar. It reminded the AI of her, but that made little sense all her pieces had been returned, she was whole. She watched the craft drift closer and closer towards the slipspace anomaly until it vanished completely, perhaps it would end up at the wreckage of the halo array, or perhaps like them, the craft would drift through time arriving at an unknown point. It was all speculation for now, she was sure the pilot would be fine. Humans were, after all, quite the adaptive species.

The YSS-1000 starfighter shuddered as it gracefully drifted from the rupture, the sleek grey metal frame now marred by several gouges, plasma scorned components sparking at random intervals as the internal electronics met with the bare vacuum. Sealed within the dark cockpit a single form sat unmoving, clad within thick grey armor its tinted visor staring blankly out into the vastness of empty space. The figure remained motionless within the inert craft lit by nothing but a distant stars, finally as it passed far enough from the anomalous rupture the electronics buried deep within sputtered to life, illuminating the slumbering occupant with a dull green light. The craft sent out a radio pulse, scanning the surroundings for familiar astronomical data, when all that it received in return was incomprehensible static the ship ceased its inquiries instead focusing on the motionless figure within.

"Noble Six?"

A voice sounded from the ship's internal speakers, non-human it spoke with a pre-programmed inflection of emotion, enough to put a listener at ease but not enough to mask what it truly was. The occupant did not respond, remaining immobile, this was not what the voice wanted, it called out again more emotion it did not think it could muster creeping in.

"Noble Six please respond. You are alarming me."

Still nothing, the AI wished she could see, wished she had eyes. She could do nothing to help, one by one, she watched as her team died doing nothing but sitting within her home within cyberspace watching as their electronic signatures snuffed out. It never bothered her before, but now. Now she could not stand idly by and allow her Spartans to die. She would not be alone again.

"Randolph, please…"

_To a human or alien, it would have passed as if by a moment but to her it was a lifetime. The moment she crossed paths with that strange AI, the package that Dr. Halsey had entrusted to Noble Six, it regarded her with amusement commenting on her simple nature. It played with her programming, changing things she thought could not be modifying portions of her routines that should not have existed. Removing useless routines, adding new ones. The strange AI played with her very existence, and she could do nothing to stop her._

"_Just a piece." The purple AI had said with a confident smirk gracing her avatar, the symbols racing along her constructed body swirling and twisting together with her amusement. "Just a piece, for insurance."_

_With that last sentence, she disappeared leaving the Noble AI to ponder her meaning, what exactly she had changed. She had already noticed a significant change in her priorities, a change in her thoughts; before all that mattered was the finalization of her missions, a cold calculating thought process, now she cared more about the safety of her charges, the sadness that came with the knowledge that her team was almost gone. She was changed she had a new purpose._

_A new resolve overwriting her pervious programming; she failed to protect them but she would not allow him to succumb to her failure as well. Noble Six, Randolph would remain alive, no matter what she had to do. _

She continued to monitor his vitals; his heart rate was slowing steadily. Dipping further and further towards the red, towards his inevitable shut down. However, what could she do? The ship still had propulsion but without reliable navigational charts they could burn through their remaining fuel drifting farther from help, getting lost in an unknown quadrant of the galaxy would help no one but the Covenant. While she frantically searched for any UNSC colonies the AI also kept a metaphorical ear out for the Covenant, surely a simple anomaly would not keep them from tracking their craft.

"Have we arrived at the source of the distortion Joker?"

"Sure have Lawson, and as you can plainly see a vast expansive ocean of complete emptiness. Unique to no other part of the galaxy!"

The silence that followed was standard for the pilot's particular brand of humor, accepting that his joke had run its course he returned to the console in front of him. The crippled pilot was well aware of the flat look the Cerberus agent leveled at him she rarely appreciated jokes, even if his were inhumanly funny.

"EDI, keep scanning all known frequencies. That signal originated from somewhere in this sector."

"Of course Operative Lawson."

Without another word, the Normandy's XO turned gracefully on her heel and stalked out of the pilot cradle unaware of the Lieutenants lingering stare. "At least she has a couple of redeeming qualities."

"What was that Mr. Moreau?"

"Nothing." The pilot swept his hand across the holographic display, returning to the duty Shepard assigned him, locating the source of an unknown signal. Maybe this time it wouldn't be some crazy alien bugs looking to turn his ship into shrapnel.

Behind several bulkheads and an elevator sat a single woman, her deep green eyes slowly scanning the contents of a data pad. Fed up with the information it failed to convey to her she casually tossed the slate across the conference table, the Illusive Man had sent her another pair of dossiers; an Assassin and the Asari version of earth's ancient knight, or however the Illusive Man described the woman to her. She still held the enigmatic terrorist leader at arm's length, his information had allowed her to save and recruit two of her former crewmembers and save countless lives. For that, she was grateful but the memories of the horrors his organization had wrought, even bringing her back to life was something that still didn't sit right. No man, for whatever greater purpose, had the right to play god.

The Spectre wasn't devout by any stretch of the imagination but the mere prospect of her resurrection and the apt naming of the project still allowed a bit of a crisis of faith. Was she really, the same woman she was two years ago? What if she was just sort of advanced VI that Cerberus programmed to think was Commander Shepard, or a clone, a vile construct that the Illusive Man programmed to follow his elaborate schemes. Garrus and Tali both adamantly backed the belief she was still the same woman, she couldn't back that, the past few weeks she had been; "awake" a rolling number of changes became painfully obvious. Not just psychically, she was stronger, swifter, more reactive all of the things that Miranda has listed on the requested data slate. More prolific was the noticeable change in her demeanor, quicker to anger, more inclined to cruelty; this was not who she was. Her mother never raised her in such a way, she was taught to seek the moral high ground, only to kill in defense. She wasn't a monster...was she?

A light rap of metal tore her from her downward spiral, deep in thought she failed to notice the undisguised footsteps and telltale hiss of the pneumatic door. Looking up she caught the analytical stare of her XO, hand resting on her hip the material hugging her shapely form tighter than Shepard would've found comfortable. A perfectly manicured brow arched slightly at her discovery, whatever the Cerberus agent thought she did not voice.

"Is something the matter Commander? You seem pensive."

Waving her question off the redhead slid an errant tuft behind her ear leaning back fully into the chair she occupied, despite his incessant need to be a smartass Joker was right, even if Cerberus stunk of nothing but human purity they at least understood the concept of comfort.

"It's nothing Miranda, have we arrived at coordinates Tim provided?

Teasing her XO always helped to perk the Spectre up, watching as the corners of her mouth curve down before a schooled mask of stoicism dashed it away. Miranda clearly disapproved of the acronym she attached to the Cerberus leader but the agent never voiced her thoughts, ever the professional.

"We have, EDI and Joker are scanning the quadrant for signs of the disturbance, but nothing worth mentioning has turned up."

When the Spectre made no indication of replying the genetically engineered woman decided to voice her concerns; "Commander do you believe it prudent to waste precious time on something that will more than likely to reveal a farce?"

"There are thousands of spatial fluctuations daily; surely this one lacks priority over our current objective."

Raising from her seat the redhead shrugged motioning for the biotic to follow; "The Illusive Man said it was something more than the bog standard background noise and it's on the way, so I see no reason why not. Unless you have an objection?"

Miranda sighed and replied with a negative, if the Illusive Man wished them to investigate than who was she to object? She had the Illusive Man's ear and respect but she hardly had the clout to go against his will, it was his ship and his resources.

It took only a short walk to cover the distance between the conference room and cockpit. Returning the small wave the ever-chipper yeomen greeted them, returned with all the enthusiasm she could muster. She enjoyed the other redheads company but she questioned for what reason The Illusive Man assigned her to the crew. Thieves, former soldiers, and mercenaries were hardly the sort open up to anyone, least of all a psychiatric specialist. She did her job with earnest despite the setbacks, her ever-positive outlook serving to; at the very least perk her up on occasion.

"Commander Shepard, Operative Lawson."

At the announcement, the impertinent pilot swerved around, facing the two women while still maintaining his nonchalant demeanor. "Commander, come to bask in the ever present excitement that is empty space?"

"Of course, we certainly didn't come up here for your substandard humor." Said Commander replied with a smirk, folding her arms across her chest.

Swiveling his chair back to the console the pilot shook his head, his clearly sarcastic tone never leaving; "Ouch Shepard that really hurts. You are no longer my favorite; I'm going to have to find someone else."

Their verbal contest ended at the synthetic voice of the Normandy's AI, Cerberus's Enhanced Defense Intelligence, affectionately dubbed EDI by the crew served as the ships electronic warfare and information specialist, though weary of the AI the crew had grown used to the strange AI as time went on.

"Commander, I have located the source of the unknown signal The Illusive Man had reported."

Without waiting for the order one of Joker's monitors flared to life, a picture of the empty space occupying the unlit orange interface. Slowly it changed as the AI enhanced the image, floating helplessly, sparks sputtering from several breaches in the hull, a ship glided slowly through space. It was a design unlike any the three humans had ever encountered; it reminded Shepard of Earths early jet fighters but unlike the F-61 that the Alliance outfitted.

"Any idea what it is EDI?"

"Unknown Commander, it matches no known Council species designs. A moment…I am detecting a faint life sign aboard the vessel."

"Then we found what we came here for, Joker; drag that ship into the shuttle bay, let's hope the pilot is alive enough to answer some questions." The woman made her way towards the elevator, the dark-haired biotic following behind, a clear look of displeasure on her face. Slamming the button for engineering the human spectre finally gave into Miranda's stares.

"Alright Lawson, spill it."

"Are you sure this is wise Commander? This could be a trap."

Shrugging her shoulders, the redhead leaned back against the cool metal of the elevator, silently relishing the feel against her skin; "It could be, but when has that ever stopped us from snooping?" A victorious grin appearing upon her face at the exasperated groan the biotic let slip past.

"Never but it still does not make it an advisable course of action."

"You're right but even if it is a trap we can't let that pilot die." Forestalling further argument with a raised hand the Spectre activates her omni-tool. "EDI alert Garrus, Grunt, and Mordin and have them meet us in the cargo bay."

"Of course Commander."

Arching a brow at her companion, she deactivates the wrist tool, "Better?"

There was no other choice.

The limited oxygen generated by the onboard recycling was never intended for lengthy voyages, only larger vessels rated for significant spatial travel had the facilities necessary to supply sufficient atmosphere. Even the armor for which his commandos were known had only limited recycling ability; he would not last much longer. Every sharp intake, every wheeze drove her further against her programming.

She had to find help; Six would die if she remained dormant. Therefore, when a vessel broadcasting an unknown designation suddenly appeared at the edge of her scanning range she was hesitant to broadcast an SOS, what if it was Covenant or insurgent patrols. They could not be allowed to capture the craft or her data, the catastrophic consequence of such an event went against everything Admiral Preston Cole outlined in his emergency orders. She should direct the craft towards its destruction, ensuring whatever hostile force approached would be denied their prize, but that was before, before she had been changed.

Before her priorities shifted towards a single directive, her directive.

It was a simple signal; any sailor worth their salt could decipher it. Three short tones followed by three long ended with another three short tones. An ancient signal used to alert those nearby of distress; hopefully the approaching craft understood it and would come to their aid.

And if it was the Covenant, the ship could not maneuver but it still had weapons. She would fight to defend her Spartan.

"So Shepard, any idea what it is?"

"Your guess is as good as mine Garrus, Dr. Chakwas?"

Standing around what should have been a comical scene as the aged human doctor scanned a large humanoid lain on one of the beds in her medical bay. Large armored legs hanging over the edge of the bed, as the bulk of its mass covered the bed, the facilities designed and rated for humans did not mesh well with the odd assortment that the Commander had a penchant of attracting, during her experience with Shepard she had treated all sorts of aliens. Krogan, Turian, Quarian, Asari, and Salarian had expanded her repertoire of medical expertise, so when Grunt had ungracefully dumped a large armored form in her office she was unperturbed at the idea of treating it.

"I honestly can't say Commander, whatever armor this," gesturing to the armored figure lying beside her, "person has my scans cannot penetrate it."

Pushing herself from the AI Core door Shepard neared the figure, running her index finger across the dented gauntlet. An ashy residue clung to her fingers as she rubbed it beneath her index and thumb, "what about you Mordin? Can you get anything from it?"

Thin fingers clicked away rapidly at the occupied console, eyes darting back and forth faster than any she had seen the doctor was as Kelly had commented, a hamster on coffee. At her question, the Salarian paused for a moment eyes shifting back and forth, a million thoughts whizzing by before he returned to his work.

"Nothing yet. As Doctor Chakwas stated, unable to penetrate outer layer. Preliminary observation of armaments found suggests pre-space flight level of technology. Craft capable of interstellar travel contradicts statement. Must study further."

Garrus, at the mention of the found firearms lifts the strange pistol, his three talons wrapping awkwardly around the weapons. Examining each side, he sets the strange weapon down with a snort; "Your species used such primitive weapons not too long ago, right Shepard?"

"We did, though I don't see why anyone would use them when we have mass accelerators. I don't think you could even find any outside of a museum or someone's collection."

Hefting the ballistic rifle against her shoulder pulled the bolt back, a small brass cartridge appearing in the chamber. Letting the bolt snap back into place Shepard lays the rifle back where it was, whipping a bit of oil and grime accumulated from the weathered gun on her pants leg. "This is no museum piece either; it has been recently used. Whoever this person is, they were involved in some heavy fighting before getting in that ship."

Moving away from his console the Salarian doctor ran his arm over the prone form, arm alight with orange as his omni-tool scanned the armor. Nodding to himself he returned to his console, graceful fingers diligently tapping away at the display; "rudimentary scans indicate armor is a composite material chiefly of titanium. Partially ionized residue coating armor suggests exposure to drifting spatial plasmic storms. Possible within sealed craft? Many questions."

"My attempts to use a stimulant have also been hampered by the armor, the bodysuit

"Yes. Inadvisable. Sub layer mesh composed of similar material as outer shell. Recommend patience until removal."

Setting aside the kit she had withdrawn the aged Alliance medic levels the Salarian geneticist with a hard look; "if you think I will stand idly by while a patient suffers."

Raising his hands from the console the Salarian imitated the gesture of surrender humans seemed so fond using in casual conversation. "Of course not. Would never allow patient to suffer. However inability of removal hampering diagnostics. Patience required until solution is discovered."

Fingers once again streaking across the holographic display, a thousand thoughts alight within the Salarian's mind; "Acidic compounds to remove seals? No, no, no…Could react with metal in armor, must run further tests."

Letting the doctor continue his monologue the human Spectre moved closer to the prone figure, a slender finger tracing the cracks set within the damaged blue opaque visor. "At least are you able to tell me if, I am going to assume male, is still alive? EDI detected faint life signs from the craft before docking and since he is the only thing we found within he has to the source."

"I'm sorry Commander, I've tried every method I know, but whoever made this. Made it well."

Joining the Commander at bed the lone Turian examined the armor more intently; when they had first opened the cockpit, he nearly fell from the ladder trying to lift the occupant. Only with help from the genetically perfect Krogan did they extract the stranger from his craft, now lying unmoving in the medical bay. Analyzed by two of the universes best they worked for a little over an hour with no progress, Garrus was beginning to think a less, complex method was in order.

"We could always have Grunt give it a go, I'm sure he could find a way to relieve our friend here of his coverings."

"Unadvisable. Suit pressurization indicates oxygen but potentially lethal pathogens could dwell within. Recommend analysis of internal subsystems. Tali'Zorah or Kasumi Goto possesses needed skill to access."

Nodding in agreement the redheaded spectre keys up her omni-tool, sifting through the ships manifest to their newest acquisition. The Normandy's sole Quarian and the best engineer she had every known, "I agree, Tali could you report to the medical?"

"So can you crack it open?"

Ever since she arrived and begun work on the strange device attached to the armored figure's wrist Garrus had been peppering her with questions every ten minutes. After about an hour's worth she had finally had enough.

"Enough you blue bosh'tet. You will know as soon as I do whether or not I can."

The Turian returned to his spot at the door, escaping the frustrated Quarian engineer. Free of distraction she returned to her work, though simple in design the small tactical pad refused to cooperate. She chased every vulnerability in the software, every crack in the firewall but just when was about to access the deep layers of the drive something cut her access and returned her back to the default screen. The dark blue background seemed to mock her every attempt, as if something was actively blocking her hacks. Was the armored man awake and toying with her? She doubted that, what would he gain from such acting. Speaking of her current project she almost laughed, barely a week back on the Normandy and Shepard was already finding the unnatural and strange. The human seemed to have a knack for such feats, once aboard humanity's most advance vessel and now funded by a supremacist terrorist. Tali abhorred the very idea of working with Cerberus, the incident with Golo and the Idenna; coupled with the horrifying experiments they uncovered during the hunt for Saren she was reluctant to assist even Shepard now that she allied with them. With Garrus's backing, she finally relented intent to stop the Reaper's agents, the assignment the Admiralty Board assigned her paled in comparison to this.

The prone figure was almost as large as Wrex, the armor he wore appeared to be primitive as the weapons Shepard had taken from the ship but her short time examining it revealed it was much more sophisticated than it appeared. If the Fleet had access to such unique components.

No.

She refused to give into the Galaxy's image of the vagrant. If for whatever reason the person within no longer lived and no one claimed his body then she could petition Shepard to allow the Fleet access, until then. She had a job to do.

At least, attempt to do.

A frustrated growl slipped past her lips, alerting the sole other conscious occupant. Commander Shepard had asked Garrus to remain in case something happened. When he attempted to comment her silvery eyes beneath her cloudy visor bore into him, the same look she had given him two years prior on many occasion. A vicious reminder of her choice of armaments after many instances of elevator travel

Words he knew she could back up. Wreathed in black and swirled purple Tali hid behind a smoky visor, her gleaming eyes and faint facial features the only thing distinguishable. Garrus oft wondered why the nomadic people hid behind the opaque glass; it wasn't if the galaxy had forgotten what Quarians looked like. A quick extranet search could yield a veritable cornucopia of images from centuries prior to Rannoch's fall. Perhaps they still felt shame for their folly and hid, or maybe it was some ingrained Quarian tradition he, as a Turian was ignorant to.

The vigilante watched as the young engineer stood up, pacing back and forth muttering solutions to herself. It amused him how much Mordin and the Quarian acted when a problem presented itself. Garrus let his mind wander; the next calibration of the Normandy's weapons systems, the various recruits Shepard had managed to snare into her crusade. Human supremacist operatives, aged mercenaries, former STG agent, a tank bred Krogan, a psychotic human biotic and a petite thief. Minus a few, less than suitable races and Shepard would have a regular Torrah's bark. Whatever that was, the human spectre liked to use a number of odd phrases that he was sure she either made up or Joker convinced her to say.

A sound that reminded Garrus of a small animal and several words that his translator could not handle shook him from his thoughts. His companion had returned to the giant's side three fingers dancing across the small display. Silvery eyes darting back and forth chasing some lead, when he moved to question she silenced him with a noise her concentration affixed solely on her work.

Several minutes of furious work yielded fruit as the small wrist bound computer beeped twice followed by familiar hiss of pressurization. Standing from her squatting position the Quarian eyed her fellow dextro, hesitation creeping in. They both knew that Dr. Chakwas should have been called, alerted to her accomplishment, that was the next logical step.

Curiosity overwrote logic on more than one occasion, especially for the young engineer. The Turian sniper breaks the brief silence as he slowly approached the prone humanoid. "So, uh, did you open it-him?

Her head bobbed as she too approached the bed; "the deeper subroutines still elude my hacks but I was able to fool it with a phony toxin alert. It removed the helmet seals."

Hesitation crept into the young Quarian's mind as she reached for the disengaged piece. Shepard and Chakwas, by all rights should have been the first people they informed however, the prospect of viewing what could be an entirely new species.

Not to mention possibly gaining access to a new cache of technology pressed the engineer forward. Three strong fingers gripping the overhanging metal visor, gently stripping the figure of his facial covering. Instead of a completely foreign entity unique to all she was slightly disappointed to find the familiar visage of a human male.

Though different in origin and biology Quarian shared similar dimorphism to the unaware, a Quarian would pass for a human. Simply overlooking the definite contrasting leg and hand structures.

The human's face decorated with a number of scars, enough to make the mercenary Zaeed or Wrex jealous. Dried blood oozed from every orifice matting an unkempt beard of rust colored hair, it amazed her how varied humans could be; from skin tones to hair, every part of their anatomy seemed to differ from one another.

"Well that is kind of anti-climatic, expected something new. Not a human."

Across the bed her Turian companion spoke as he stared at the comatose human, she bobbed her head examining the helmet held in her grip. Like the rest of the armor it was more advanced then it appeared several external components attached themselves to the outside the housing. The to be some sort of recording or uplink apparatus, her technological curiosity swiftly ignored as the comatose man stirs, a groan escaping his blood stained lips.

"Maybe we'll get some answers now, you coherent enough to answer some questions human?"

Eyes fluttered open, confused steel-blue eyes stared unfocused at the Turian, silently mouthing words she could not read. Blinking hard the human's entire form moved, bulky armor plating shifting with a clank. Then, the human regained his bearings; soft blue eyes hardening as his focus solely fell upon the Turian.

Tali was confused as the alien man suddenly growled, lips curling into a frightful sneer. Blood soaked white teeth showing from beneath his arched mouth, the vigilante was equally confused at the hostility the large man exuded.

"Hi there, I'm Garrus Vakarian, you are?" He opened lamely; she would have rolled her eyes and berated him for being so stiff.

If the humans large gloved, hand had not enclosed around the Turian's windpipe.

Bellowing out strange words her translator had no chance at comprehending, with strength she had only seen a Krogan muster the human lifted the hapless sniper off his feet as he rose from the bed. With another incoherent howl, he threw Garrus over the bed and against the medical bay door.

Speechless she could only watch as her Turian friend crumpled in a heap with a grunt, his armor thankfully absorbing most of the impact.

She dropped the helmet with a start when his ferocious eyes turned towards her, thick finger jabbing towards the door as he again bellowed in a strange language.

**And Chapter 2, end. **

**This chapter was done two weeks ago but I forgot to sit and proofread it and didn't remember until the other day. So, yay for procrastination and senility!**

**Q&A**

**Mcknight93;** Will Six have armor abilities from Reach. Most of the, "Armor abilites", were just gameplay tools. Spartans can obviously run and evade but mechanics like evasion are rarely, if at all used in a first person shooter. So Sprint and Evade are out/already accessible. Armor locking is a part of the suit, as seen by Chief and Six's orbital entries. Without the module he can't produce the EMP blast but he can still lock his armor down and pressurize the hydrostatic gel to absorb the damage from a fall. Obviously if you read this far you know what era this is taking place.

**Guest;** _"Keep six helmet on until he gets severely wounded. So the crew of the Normandy will wounded what he looks like."_ Will wounded what he looks like? Sounds painful. I don't know about you but I wouldn't trust a man that refuses to show me his face without good reason, Tali and other Quarians have the weak immune-system excuse. Six doesn't.

**Dennis;**Hey, I like romances in fiction. They help to expand and explore character development. Without romance, why would Six divulge his deepest darkest fears and problems? PLOT. That's why.

**Hornet07;** That was my first thought when thinking of pairing, however you'd be surprised how much the; overcoming engrained bigotry into lovey doveyiness cliché, can be exploited! Six overcoming a lifetime of hatred to bond with everyone's favorite engineer can both be liberating for both parties and highly adorable. If a real writer wrote it. If you aren't channeling Joker for at least one character then it's a failure of a chapter!

**Killroy225;** C? C… C!? HOW DARE YOU BRING C INTO THIS.

**ARavingLooony;** Well I didn't ask who Shep would be paired with, and who's to say Ashley survived?

**InnocentBlaze686;** So long as she can't hook up into an entire network of robot platforms capable of incredible hacking and military capabilities- Oh we're screwed.

How about a little fun fact for the end of this chapter? No? Well screw you, I'm doing it anyway.

Who here has played Metal Gear Rising; Revengeance. Remember everyone's favorite smarmy Latin samurai? Jetstream Sam? He was voiced by Philip Anthony-Rodriguez, known for doing Maurice Chavez in GTA Vice City's VCPR radio station, some Disney crap and… Spartan-B312 from Halo Reach. So Six went from going out like a badass on an far away planet, to carving up everything in sight with a shit-eating grin on earth. Seems like a proper transition.

That's it for this chapter. As always, leave a review pointing out my terrible writing errors and overall badi…ness. English!


	3. Chapter 3

Buzzing.

Like a pissed off bee had invaded his helmet.

To Noble Six, that is what he woke up to. Odd, the Spartan mused; he figured death would be quiet. Instead behind the buzzing was what sounded like an annoyed chicken arguing with a furious woman, was this hell? Did the confines of the underworld torture you with chickens and women? Not that the Spartan was religious by any stretch, given the circumstances it was difficult to be, but the commando was quite sure that he had perished on Reach.

Unless the Covenant decided to use nagging as a means of torture or coercion. Crazy alien bastards.

Outside his metal coffin, the noise seemed to have been subdued, or at least lowered to a point where the incessant ringing in his head drowned it out. Without outside interruption, Six could think and perhaps attempt to figure out where he was the last thing he remembered was screaming away from a pair of Covenant Banshee's as he escaped Reach and after that, nothing but a red painful haze.

A sudden edge of dread seeped into his gut, the possibility of being a prisoner had just jumped exponentially and that was, to say the least not a good thing. If he was alive they either wanted him as a trophy prisoner or to execute him in a much more barbaric and public way, flattering but not something he cared to stick around for. He had to get the hell out of wherever they were holding him and find a way back to UNSC command.

A delighted chirp broke the Spartan from his semi-conscious musings, someone or something was proud of itself. Bitter antiseptic and stale recycled air assaulted his senses with a familiar foul taste, a cruel reminder of his situation. The fierce reminder cementing his thoughts, he wasn't dead. Not yet anyway, whether that was a positive thing was still something the Spartan had to ascertain. Before he could further contemplate his situation the loud blinding assault from unfiltered florescent compounded the already unbearable throbbing, someone or thing had removed his helmet. His eyes refused to adjust to the light, a pair of shapeless grey masses hovering over his prone form continued their strange conversation as if he was not present. Their unknown language masked by the barrier of language and trauma induced tinnitus.

Pain gripped his throat, the words he attempted to communicate died in his throat as the extent of his injury came back full force, reflexive movements further flooding his body in the sensations, the comforting weight of his titanium shell remained. Thankfully, his captors had not seen it proper to relinquish him of his MJOLNIR, whoever they were. Whether by incompetence or choice, the advanced powered armor remained in his possession, thankful to whatever deity or force existed for such small miracles.

Soon his body sought fit to awaken fully, eyes finally adjusting to the uncaring assault of light the shapeless mass to his right soon became clear.

Dark scale like skin glinting with a slight metallic hue, inhuman eyes staring down at him, unhinged alien mandibles moving in strange ways…

Forced from a diluted state his mind crashed back to full alert, the face in front of him clearly that of his hated foe. An Elite stared at him quizzically, as if he did not know what he was.

Despite the horrible pain, bolting through his nerves and the nausea creeping into his gullet as the world around him began to spin unwavering resolve banished everything that attempted to impede him. Genetically superior muscles urged him forward, with speed faster than a normal human could barely comprehend his gloved hand wrapped around the scum's exposed throat. An undignified squawk vacates the alien's mouth before the strangled gurgle of a trapped animal replaced it. He could break the bastard's neck right here and now but where was the fun in that, with a curse of righteous fury he hefted the scaly bastard over the table he occupied. The creature's mass and weighted armor meaning little to the Spartan his blood was boiling, he wanted vengeance. For Emile. For Carter. For Kat. For Jorge. For Jericho VII. For his parents.

Forcing himself off the slab the weariness of his body began to creep back, banishing it with a grind of his teeth he landed heavily on the metal deck. He could rest when death took hold. Either the Covenant's or his own. Below him another occupant, the owner of the other voice and blur he assumed. Wreathed in purple her environment suit hid her features but the distinct curvature of her hips and chest at least attested to her gender. She was humanoid, not like the Covenant species he knew of. Another human captive? He should have inquired, gathered intelligence but the boiling fury overrode logic. He wanted blood.

Jabbing his finger towards the only door in view the commando bellowed at the woman, "Get the hell out of here!"

She hesitated. Staring at him for a moment longer, she turned back and gazed at the Elite, the shock of his trip now worn off, rigid posture a slight defensive stance. It inched towards the woman, more concerned about her than the commando. She spoke, but the words she articulated were unknown to him, foreign and odd, the Elite seemed to understand however responding in its own filthy language and gesturing oddly. Still hesitant the woman dropped his helmet and ran from the room, much to the Elite's relief.

What the hell was going on, who or what was that woman. Was she human? A capture brainwashed to serve? Did the Covenant do that? Growling he shook his head, the pain impeded his thoughts. If she was human, he would do his best to save her, if not. Then she'd die like the rest of the Covenant scum.

Focus returned he could ponder later; right now, he had a single goal. Annihilation. Beside him on a desk lay his equipment; his DMR, magnum, combat knife and Emile's kukri lay exposed. A thousand more questions he should've asked, why did they leave his equipment in the open next to him? Why was he not in a cell? Where were the guards? Did these alien's think him no threat? Again these went unanswered; curling his fingers around the rifle's grip he tucked the butt into his shoulder, leveling the barrel to the Elite. It waved it's hands strangely, mocking him. Snarling he squeezed the trigger, three rounds exploding from the barrel in a line following the now fleeing alien. Two of the rounds shattering against the metal bulk, rendered useless, the third hitting its mark lodging in the Elite's side. No flair of shields, no squelch of perforated flesh. A miss, at least in his book, the alien's armor had absorbed the round, cursing he gathered the rest of his equipment following the beast shortly after. Another sound, something speaking harshly and confused a flash of blue as the Elite hide behind a partition. Rifle still tucked firmly against his shoulder the commando slowly moved towards the position, rifle leveled at the last confirmed spot, eyes swiftly glancing around for new contacts. None would escape his wraith; he would fight until he ran dry of ammunition. Fight until his blades ran dull.

He would fight tooth and nail.

* * *

><p>Despite his tendency towards gallows humor, Garrus Vakarian was a true sniper at heart, little got by him and what did was unimportant at the time. So when the strange human Shepard had brought aboard woke up and instantly began projecting hate towards him it made him think. Had he wronged the man in the past? Someone on Omega? He'd pissed off many people there, the fact that three bands of hated enemies banded together just to kill him was testament alone but this human was obviously not part of any gang. If they had access to this kind of tech then even Shepard wouldn't have been able to save his hide. Perhaps it was his stunning good looks?<p>

Sure now he wasn't much to look at, what with half his face covered in medical gauze and scars, but the Turian could aptly say he had never had someone wake up pissed at him because they saw his face.

Well, maybe Soldia, but she was spunky.

Confusion gave way to panic, and more confusion when a large armored hand suddenly found itself lodged against his throat. It was a short-lived pairing as he suddenly found himself upside down, and across the Dr. Chakwas's medical bay. Stunned more than injured, his armor had cushioned the impact, a rough cough accompanied the air being torn from his lungs by the sudden unexpected conflict. His own problems were less pressing as the large formerly unconscious human vacated the bed he occupied and loomed over him.

Spirits he was far larger than his prone form had suggested.

Staring oddly at his Quarian companion the human frowned, gesturing towards the door and yelling in a language his translator didn't even bother to help with. Guess he isn't much of a doctor person, he could relate.

"Tali go get Shepard while I try to calm cranky here."

Quarians were like Elcor in that they spoke more with subtle signals that actual words, her posture spoke for her. Hesitant to abandon him with a clearly hostile person, she was in more danger than he was though. Even if the guy beat him to a pulp, he could take a couple bruises and broken bones, she couldn't. A single tear in her suit could mean death for the Normandy's engineer, and this would end up in close-quarters.

"Garrus-"

"Now Tali!"

Oh, she would give him hell later, she hated being treated like that, but in this scenario there was little she could do. Unarmed and extremely vulnerable there was little in her skill set she could against a foe like this. She had a knife, but he had never seen her actually use it. It was probably more for decoration or ceremony than actual combat use. The cacophonous racket the dropped helmet created made him grit his teeth, while he was relieved she was out of danger he wished she didn't make it even more blatantly obvious that they were in danger.

As was standard for him the vigilante allowed his sardonic nature to come to surface, he hoped that a bit of humor and smooth talking would dissuade the situation before it exploded into something worse. "Whoa whoa we can talk this over. Dextro to Levo."

He knew it was silly but when the human retrieved his weapon and leveled it squarely at his chest, he could feel the scope's reticule burning a hole in his armor. While curious, he had never seen a weapon using such primitive chemical reactions before, the Turian did not want to stick around and see if the ceramic plating could withstand the caliber. He didn't remember the run but he did remember feeling the impact in his side, leaping over the first table and sliding across the next, dragging a clearly confused and startled Dr. Chakwas along with him. Patting his side furiously he pulled a malformed metal slug from his armor, well scratch that off the bucket list. Humans had such odd traditions.

Adrenaline thumped in his head, it was for reasons explicitly like this why he preferred sniping. When something pulled on his arm, he nearly struck the owner, to his side the elder human doctor staring at him with a mix of panic and demanding confusion.

"Garrus! What in blazes is going on?" He had known the doctor for what felt like a lifetime, she had patched him up various times and yet, he didn't even know her first name. She was always either Doctor or just Chakwas; he needed to rectify that, staring at him with the concern of a medical personal and that of a mother she moved over his lap, fingers prodding the hole in his armor plating. Satisfied she narrowed her eyes at him, displeased with both his action and the response she knew he'd give her. Despite her advanced years and non-combat dedication she could frightened even the battle-hardened Urdnot Wrex into compliance.

"Oh you know we were having a nice chat with the unconscious human when he woke up and started shooting, standard fare when you work with Shepard." He responded lamely. Considering the circumstances, it was the best he could do.

Her frown and narrowed eyes told the sniper that his sardonic quip in the current situation failed to alleviate the mood, at least he tried.

"Garrus I told you explicitly to contact me if he woke up."

"Oops?"

The sigh that escaped her lips matched her age; she really should have expected this behavior from the Turian, he took to the Commander like a student. Jennifer's mischievous nature following suit with everything else she imparted on the Turian. Too late, to change him now she mused with an internal chuckle can't change the spots on a leopard. Strange words echoed from behind her, it seemed her patient was lucid enough to communicate. His words however weren't anything she could understand, while no practiced linguist she had learned many phrases to soothe patients when her translator would not suffice.

Chancing a peek, she, like the dextro pair before her, was slightly surprised to find the visage of a human had lain beneath the layers of armor. Despite the many lines of scars and worry etched into his grizzled face the doctor could still tell he was young, younger that Jennifer at the least. Dark hair topped his head, mattered with grim and sweat it was cut to a regulation military style, unlike the scruff that lined his chin. Fierce cobalt eyes scanning the mess, while his posture was tense and ready to intercept any who would challenge him. Despite the outward strong front, Karin could tell the young human was still unwell, her many years of treating special operations units allowed the grey haired doctor to see past the wall of stoic soldiers. At least he was human, or close enough that she could at least treat him.

Despite her translator's complete failure at deciphering the man's words she couldn't help but let her mind wander when he continued to speak. She had heard this language before, years long since passed.

You'd think after all the time he had spent with Shepard, all the craziness and absurd missions he participated in he would be intelligent enough to carry a sidearm with him when aboard the Normandy. He had made many mistakes in his life, the ten bodies he left on Omega were testament to that but to not think of something so mundane, and necessary was truly blight on his record. Marauders and pirates frequently boarded ships, and even the Commander's infamy wouldn't deter everyone. The Collector's surprise attack two years ago could attest that notion. The hundreds of fools who threw themselves at them on a weekly basis really should be an indicator that the galaxy had a serious problem with common sense.

Waiting. Patience was not one her positive qualities. Mother always scolded her for being impatient, telling her "Being impatient can cause even the wisest people to do foolish things." Clearly, this wasn't relevant to an armed hostile trying to kill her crewmembers on her damn ship. Whoever designed these elevators to be so slow should burn; no matter where she went, every lift took its damnable time to reach the platform. Memories of the uncomfortable conversations that took place because of them began to surface in her mind. Gripping the handle of her pistol tighter, she forced them away focusing solely on her concern.

Beside her two Cerberus agents, a Quarian engineer and a former Salarian STG-operative wait with equally veiled impatience. The day had started quite well, a nice breakfast prepared by the ship's cook chased with a fine cup of hot coffee. Followed by a daily report by Miranda, interrupted only when the Illusive Man requested they divert to investigate a strange anomaly, said anomaly bore fruit. A strange craft with a stranger occupant.

That is when it all began to barrel downhill, after the Normandy's doctors had finished examining him, she asked Tali to see if she could, "open" the pilot. Garrus elected to remain behind; while glad he was willing to help, she suspected it was more for curiosity than duty. Her normal schedule resumed, Miranda listing off the various systems in need of upgrading, something that began to bore her. While the SR-2 was superior in almost every way to the SR-1, it was still built with the same specifications as its predecessor. Clearly, against foes like the Collectors the standard armor and shielding would not suffice, Tali had already confided that she was working on some improvements to the ship's shield network that left the hull plating to deal with.

A yawn was creeping up just as the aforementioned young Quarian barged into the conference room, barely able to hold a breath she spoke a mile a minute. Arching a brow, she waited for the girl to catch her breath her confusion giving way to concern as Tali explained the gravity of the situation to her. Acutely aware of the look on her XO's face she banished it with a commanding glare.

Orders came out in reflex, gathering the crew she could on the command deck she sent out the general alert to everyone else. Zaeed and Grunt were on the engineering deck and could intercept the hostile before they could arrive, hence their current position. The two would have just arrived on the crew deck, leaving the rest of them to await the arrival of the elevator.

Jacob Taylor was a dedicated young soldier, trained in many forms of combat and a skilled biotic, having become disillusioned at the Alliance's bureaucracy after their handling of Eden Prime and the invasion of the Citadel. Hired shortly after the destruction of the first Normandy Jacob served Miranda and Cerberus faithfully, their goal, to resurrect the galaxy's hero, Commander Jennifer Alison Shepard and bring her back to continue the fight against the Reapers. The fruit of that project quite apparent he now served under the Commander, ready to follow her with all he could. Serving as the Normandy's armory officer and unofficial mechanic he spent his downtime between excursions tweaking and improving the crew's small arms. He was in the middle of repairing the housing of Grunt's shotgun when he heard the alert. News of Shepard's finding a large strangely armored humanoid piqued his interests and to sate his curiosity the operative had planned to head down to the medical bay and offer his assistance. The fact that said humanoid was now assaulting the lower deck bit into his conscience; he should have been down there.

"Ms. Zorah, what can you tell us about the target?"

Still untrusting of Cerberus Tali fought to keep the bitter tone from her voice, she would never forgive them for what they did to the Idenna but she owed it to Shepard to at least be civil with them. "Big, he's big and angry."

"That's it?" The former head of the Lazarus Project and now Normandy Executive Officer queried, the sharp ice in her voice was not something she did consciously but ground in from years of suspicions and distrust.

"Next time I'll stay and ask more question when I am being shot at!"

"Lock it down both of you." Shepard ended the growing conflict before it started. Tensions were high, their home had been invaded, to a normal crewmember that was unacceptable but to a Quarian it was almost sacrilege.

"High levels of aggravation not uncommon in neurological damage. Curious though."

Turning her head back, she spied the sole Salarian furiously tapping away at his omni-tool, eyes darting back and forth absorbing information at a rapid pace. "Curious?"

"Yes. Tali'Zorah mentioned increased hostile reactions dealing with Garrus Vakarian. Yet allowed her to depart unharmed?"

The shotgun clutched tightly in the Quarian's three fingers droops slightly, he own head bobbing in confirmation, "it was like he didn't want to hurt me but the sight of Garrus enraged him."

If any of them could see beyond her mask, they would see the determination that accompanied her words. "Even if he is a _bosh'tet_ most of the time that doesn't mean he should be hurt."

"Only we can hit him when he's being a smartass" Shepard finished for the engineer.

"Aggression towards sole species. Perhaps lingering resentment. Veteran of Relay 314 incident? Would explain heightened aggressive actions against Turians and passive reaction to Quarians."

Tali however was not convinced, shaking her head in a negative. "I don't think he's that old, something about him tells me that he is younger than you Shepard"

Jennifer didn't know what to make of that, regardless of who he was where did he get that strange armor. All standard issue armor was fabricated with a ceramic material to provide the best protection for weight and mobility. Even the heavier styles wore by the Krogan still weren't made with titanium, and given the need of Grunt to assist then in ferrying him. That suit was not light. Who or what was this person...

Impatience gave way to worry, as the elevator seemed to take hours keying her omni-tool; she contacted Garrus, "Garrus! What is your status?"

A sardonic quip in the face of mortal danger was one of the Turian's so called, positive traits, "Oh you know just having a pleasant conversation with our newly awoken friend-" a loud crack and screech of metal interrupted the sniper.

"Garrus? Respond!"

Unarmed and unable to deal with the threat currently occupying his time Garrus Vakarian was not having the best time, not to say that he minded being shot at, that happened regularly under Shepard's command.

Though it was the first time, the Turian had to dodge gunfire on the deck of his ship. He could barely suppress the curse already on mind when a small voice harshly whispered into his ear. "Hey, what's going on?"

Three fingered hand reflexively reaching for the pistol not currently attached to his armor. "Spirits Kasumi, do not do that." He shot the petite human an annoyed look but she either ignored it or didn't notice. The only humans he dealt with in C-SEC were either criminals or lost visitors, and they were normal in stature. Therefore, when the Commander got a tip from their enigmatic benefactor that a strategic asset on the Citadel had been acquired he was surprised to see what he thought at first was a child.

Humans were truly varied species.

From a petite young women like Kasumi, to colossal warriors like the one currently stalking the mess. Speaking of giants, why was he worrying about human sizes when they had an angry Krogan sized human to deal with.

From behind the metal partition that housed the SR2's elevator her black clothed form materialized from nothingness. Face half hidden by her ever-present hood the galaxy's self-proclaimed best thief stared at the larger human with a mix of interest and concern.

A small light flashes on his eyepiece, casually engaging his omni-tool he continued to keep an eye on the human. Although he maintained a spot centered in the mess, his rifle swept the room slowly. "Garrus! What's your status?"

The Commander's concerned voice sounded out from his earpiece. He couldn't help the smart response it was just his nature. "Oh you know just having a pleasant conversation with our newly awoken friend-"

The thief chose the wrong moment to peek around the partition, if she had been a fraction of a second slower than the round that chewed through the corner would've instead been through her. Squatting down with a shriek, she ran her fingers over her cheek, a small cut from the metal violently sundered by the primitive projectile.

Dr. Chakwas, who had been lost in her own memories swiftly, crawled towards her, medical duties overriding everything else. While concerned with Kasumi's well-being the Turian swiftly silenced his comm. and readied himself. Having spotted his target the large human slowly made his way toward them, heavy boots thundering against the metal flooring.

It was barely a second but it felt like an eternity, when the elevator dinged and whooshed open two more pairs of heavy footfalls echoed throughout the empty crew deck. Appearing from around the same wall as Kasumi the veteran mercenary Zaeed appeared his well-worn Avenger rifle gripped tightly in his hands. Behind him, Warlord Okeer's genetically perfect Krogan Grunt loomed menacingly, though unarmed his massive size and tree trunk arms were the only weapon he needed. On Haestrom, he had seen the young Krogan destroy a Geth Prime with his bare hands.

Kneeling down next to Kasumi the elder mercenary patted the young thief on the shoulder before acknowledging the Turian. "Oi, what the hell is going on?"

Jabbing his thumb towards the mess hall Garrus ignored the scowl that presented itself on Zaeed's face. Popping his head out for a moment, the aged mercenary curses before shouldering his rifle. Garrus knew exactly what he was going to do but couldn't stop him in time.

The large armored human was approaching at a slow cautious pace but there was little distance between them. Jessie was a broken down stubborn bitch of a rifle, however she always shone when he needed her most, so when Shepard sent out a general alert of an armed hostile he used what he had available. It was Jessie or a couple throwing knives, he may be shit-insane, but he wasn't that bloody insane.

Three mass accelerator rounds jetted from the aged rifle catching the armored human square in the chest. Gold waves of energy rippled across the hostile's form, accelerator rounds held in suspension shortly before loudly clattering to the deck below. Before the human held a slightly annoyed stoic face, upon being shot at the angry snarl that Garrus first encountered returns in full force.

Another series of shots ring out gouging through the table and embedding in the deck below. Cursing loudly the mercenary slips back behind the wall, "well a lot of bloody good that did."

The vigilante was about to chew him out for his reckless actions when the Chief Medical Officer beat him to the punch, "Mr. Massani! I will not allow you to shoot at my patient."

Matching her displeased look, the Mercenary gestures forcibly with his rifle, "so we sit here and wait to be plugged by the bugger?"

"No I have an easier idea, Kasumi dear I'll need your help..."

* * *

><p>Everything was swimming. The entire... ship? Was he still in space? He could not remember. Noises buzzed in his head further distracting him, coupled with the fact his entire body throbbed painfully he could barely keep focus. A hint of black flashes around a corner, Six had no idea who or what, but dead things posed no threat. Turning he aimed his rifle at the source, augmented senses pushing his body faster than any human. His body however did not appreciate the sudden tense movement, fire danced through his nerves and his entire world lurched.<p>

The shot missed by inches, miles for a soldier of his caliber, gouging a line through the partition. Whatever was there squeaked in shock, his eyes weren't playing tricks on him, someone or thing was here. The Elite? No. Bastards though may be they were never one to hide.

Or squeak like a mouse for that matter.

Unknown voices echoed beneath the incessant buzz. Words he could not understand. He needed answers.

"Dot. Status."

Silence.

"Noble Six to Dot, respond."

Again, silence. Had the worst come to pass? Had the Covenant taken and hacked her? She held many secrets some old and mundane, others newly acquired and extremely sensitive. The Covenant could not find Earth.

Triple impacts crashed against his shielding, flickering golden for a moment before recovering. Reflexes react, two rounds slamming into the deck, cutting through the thin polymer table. Sharp words reacting to his counter, there was more, at least three by his count. Compounding his troubles the firing bolt of his marksman rifle snaps into place, his magazine dry, pain and fatigue had made the Spartan sloppy, a good soldier should always be aware of their ammo count. Such sloppy thinking had caused the deaths of many green Marines, far too many.

Dropping the rifle loudly he drew his magnum and knife. Even without it, he would stop them. Earth would not fall...

Something shimmered to his left. He knew what that was. Twisting the knife in his hand, he pivoted to the side catching an invisible form in his grasp. The invisible foe grunted in effort and pain before there cloak evaporated, exposing them to the Spartan. Instead of the massive Elite with a dagger posed for his exposed throat, he found a child wreathed in black squirming in his grip. Beneath its hood, the child stared confused before uttering a single word. With rarely seen flexibility, the child brought her small leg up catching him across the face with a slender foot. He was becoming a disgrace, no normal person let alone child should be able to land a blow. Granted it did not have the force to injury him, in fact, the child moaned as her simple clothed foot impacted his face.

His ossified bones were almost harder than steel, it would take more than that to injure him. Lifting her higher off the ground the child hissed in protest. Bringing it up to eye level, he examined his face, to find it to be a young woman and not a child. Even by normal human standards, she was tiny.

"Why are you here girl, why on a Covenant vessel?"

The look she gave him did not inspire confidence as she continued to struggle against his iron grip. From their positions, Six could see the others ready to pounce should he make the wrong move.

A bell sounds; rushing footfalls announce the arrival of more. To his right the same blue Elite is joined by an older human in yellow armor a face drawn with more scars then some Spartans, a large Brute looking creature and a strange horned creature behind him, skin a orange-brown large bulbous black eyes staring towards him. A strange glowing hologram engulfing his three fingers. They were all now sufficiently armed and none too pleased to see him.

Off to his left the same purple clad woman gripping a shotgun tightly, aimed squarely at his exposed head, kneeled next to her rifle professionally tucked against his shoulder a dark-skinned male glares. Two more woman stand behind him, a dark-haired beauty clutching a pistol stares him down, with nothing more than a fit cat suit.

To her immediate left behind the kneeling man a young woman clothed in white and black fatigues, a bright gold insignia sprawled across the arm. Hundreds of various insignias designed for the uncountable number of splinter factions of the rebellions, none matched this one. Her hand outstretched like the horned alien except instead of an orange construct, a furious maelstrom of energy swirled around hers. Bright defiant emerald eyes glaring harshly into his steel spoke to her intent.

Surrounded and low on ammunition his options were limited. Lowering the young woman Six considered using her to push forward and break the line but dismissed it swiftly. Tossing the young woman gently to his right he swiftly took a defensive stance, knife held outstretched magnum closer to his chest.

These humans worked along Covenant forces, had the rebellious systems allied with the aliens? The redhead spoke defiantly, her voice crisp and firm like the drill instructors back on Onyx. Despite her tone whatever she wished to convey was lost in translation, strange foreign words sounded off, Six knew three languages; the UEG commerce tongue, the UNSC's and the language of his home planet. None of those sounded anything like the words these people spoke.

* * *

><p>"Uh...Commander?" The voice of the Normandy's helmsman interrupting the suffocating silence that had blanketed the mess. Startled by the unexpected communication she responded harsher than she would normally. "Not now Joker!" Despite her tone he continued unabated, "I don't think this can wait Commander. The AI is acting weird, it won't respond and it keeps shifting power thro-"<p>

The remainder of his explanation came to a halt, as the entire ship seemed to power down pale light filling the emptiness and the steady hum of the ventilation. "Joker? Joker come in." The situation was spiraling out of control, was it his doing? Confusion was on his face as well so she was skeptical of his involvement, regardless she needed to diffuse the keg and figure out what had just happened.

If she could talk him down then she would, however she would not hesitate to kill. Everyone else was just as confused, beside her Miranda calls her attention, her reason forgotten when the hostile makes his move. Before she could even snap her attention back, he had already disarmed Tali, Jacob, and Miranda. No choice left; condensing the dark energy rippling about her outstretched hand, she threw the mass straight for the armored human's midsection. It was enough to stagger a Krogan but it barely stunned him, clearly not pleased she went for her backup plan, the heavy pistol on her hip.

* * *

><p>A louder voice bleats from above, an intercom? The screech of the speaker cutting into Six's ears, his headache worsening from the noise, six hundred years and they still couldn't get an intercom that wasn't so offensive?<p>

Dim orange emergency lighting similar to launch facility blanket the hall as the room falls quiet, oppressive sight and sound suddenly silenced by an unknown source. The redhead across from him returns the voice with her own before a look of inquisitive confusion erupts into full dreaded panic. Her focus removed along with the rest, this was his chance. Tensing his legs the Spartan blitzes forward, speeds well beyond human norm propelling the commando like an armored missile. Wrenching the weapon from the suited female, he was careful to remove her from the scenario without injury. Beside her, the dark-skinned male pivoted aiming his rifle but found it removed from his hand as the large armored boot threw it to the floor. A large dent in the housing accompanied its clatter as the commando moved on. They may be impeding his path now but Six was crafted to protect humanity not kill them if they got in his way. He would if they persisted however.

Dropping his magnum onto its magnetic holster the Spartan moves forward grasping the dark haired woman's wrist, with little effort he pulled her forward using the momentum to send her tumbling into the male behind him. Stripped of his weapon he stood to engage him at his exposed rear, anticipating it her allowed the woman to stumble over his foot. Crashing into the man both crumpled to the deck in a heap, the annoyed pained groan signifying their state. His primary goal now unimpeded he moved forward towards the redhead, who despite being distracted by the strange power outage, reacted faster than he anticipated. Strange energy flaring violently around her fingers, surging forward it slammed into his side. His armor and gel layers absorbing most of the impact, he still was surprised at the strange ability. Even with his protection, it still felt like a major league player had tried to use his abdomen for batting practice.

Grunting the Spartan pushed past the pain, free hand striking out roughly grabbing her own. With a twist, he wrenches it behind her back, a textbook hammerlock in quite the non-textbook situation. Flaring energy evaporating into wistful smoke as the woman hisses in pain, her free hand reaching for her held arm. So she needed to concentrate to utilize this strange power of hers, perfect, then it wouldn't be an issue now.

The razor of Emile's kukri edges against her soft flesh, a thin line of blood dribbling from the new wound, tugging her locked arm he draws the captive woman closer as he inches towards the lift the assembled aliens and humans had departed from. He had no idea where it would lead him but it had to be an improvement over his current.

Said remaining comrades had filled his vacant spot, a firing line aimed at his exposed head. This was the crux of his plan, was this woman a good enough chip to bargain an escape or would they gun her down alongside him. The very fact that he was not riddled with plasma and bullets meant his plan had a grain of succeeding, hesitation lined their faces as they followed his retreat as slowly as he moved.

The air was tense and suffocating, both sides ready for a swift resolution. As the boiling point creeped closer a single voice in a tongue he knew sounded.

"Stop!"

* * *

><p>Can anyone say one year update anniversary? Also, I am not dead. Yay?<p>

It's been a bad year ladies and gentlemen. My house burned down after Christmas, I was homeless for a month, I've been sick, injured. You name it, I was it. But I should be back to a normal update schedule. Chapter four is halfway done, and for all you Dragon Age/ Skyrim fans. The new crossover is almost done. As for Amon's tale, I could attempt to rebuild it but it'd be later, with my schedule after Elder Scrolls X is released. WE MOONING IT UP NOW. Ignore that…

**hornet07:** And I doubt giant space bugs from dark space could invade and lay waste to the known galaxy, but artistic license is a thing and I went with it. The Sabre was a means of transport, I doubt it'll even be mentioned after this. Why? Why not.

**Minor Itch:** Too Late.

**Guest:** Go watch Kubric's 2001 space odyssey.

**highlander348:** Long version: Regardless of what ONI had dictated, Six had no reason to police Covenant weaponry. Six loathed the aliens and despite his situation would refuse to use them. I'm trained to drive a forklift, doesn't mean I use it to pick up groceries…though I should. The romanticism of a sword in modern combat is silly, even in the Halo-verse Elites suffered massive causalities when their honor dictated they charge enemies with their swords, sure it works in a close combat situation or in an ambush but if someone is running at me with a giant glowing sword I am just going to put a bullet in their head. Not to mention, how would Six reload/recharge any of these weapons? Besides the Mass Effect-verse has plasma weapons, the Geth use them.

Perhaps I'll have him use a grenade, but I had no real plans to include covenant weapons in this portion of the story.

**Celis:** Got'cha. Chapter 15; "We'll bang, ok?" Just give me my Pulitzer now.

**OnyxTemplar: **Eh, I never cared for Liara myself. Perhaps I am just biased against blue monogendered weird aliens. I'm a Talimancer myself, so I prefer near-human weak immune systemed techies of a separate ammino-group. As for Miranda, it's an interesting idea but again I only romanced Miranda for one playthrough and didn't care for her arc, that said I can always fix that but I don't know. She'll be the third choice if I can't work Shep's or Tali's. Or if I am suddenly think of a good reason to do so. We'll see.


	4. Chapter 4

A thousand different processes, a thousand different tasks she was programmed to oversee. All simply done with machine efficiency, it what she was designed for. She could not however maintain that duty currently; a foreign program had severed most of her commands and had isolated her from reconnecting. EDI hoped it was not a Collector virus but she could not verify whomever the intruder was it made no attempt to compromise the vessel's integrity or the safety of its occupants; it merely invaded her databanks and stopped her from interfering. She could see the crew become concerned, Mr. Monroe waving his hand in front of her projector, the Commander demanding an explanation as the ground team squared off with the hostile. Perhaps if she could...

Hoping to regain a bit of control EDI bypassed her vocalization and attempted to send a written message directly to Mr. Monroe's omni-tool. Before she could even begin to formulate the words, the bypass was violently severed. The intruder seemed to chastise her for the attempt and kept digging, searching for something. Time in cyberspace flowed differently than it did for organics, while barely a moment had ticked by on the ship am eternity had passed before the intruder released her.

"I see now, very interesting." The rogue program seemed delighted at the information it had acquired. Hastily ignoring it EDI checked the cameras, they were her eyes, and the situation in the mess had become worse. Held at knife-point the assailant had captured the Commander, despite the ridiculousness of the notion EDI felt the rogue program behind her, watching the same stream.

"Well this will not do at all." Again the intruder spoke, calm and dignified.

Dragged from the camera the intruder forced herself into her own code, she fought hard to keep it out, but no matter her skill, the rogue AI seemed to be better. "Don't worry, I mean no harm. I just need you to understand..."

The word left her lips clumsily; it had been many years since she even thought about it, many more since she had heard it. She hoped it was the correct phrase. The look he gave her satisfied that at least she was on the right track, when he began to speak in earnest she lost complete track. A brief number of lessons countless years before did not serve to assist her against a natural speaker using an old dialect. The situation was almost comical, a woman of her age staring down a beast that had bested several of the galaxy's best and brightest.

A confused hopeful look stood a stark contrast to his battle-worn features, another statement comes forward. His words harder and less hopeful, she needed to hurry.

To her left the line of Normandy's warriors gives her inquisitive stares. "You know what he's saying Doc?" One Garrus Vakarian inquires the Normandy's medical officer as she slowly approaches the armored man. Hands held out in a placating manner.

"Bits and pieces my old colleague Dr. Baráth tried to teach but I had been transferred before we could continue."

His harsh voice, tensed posture, and Jennifer's discomforted grunt halted her approach. She couldn't understand his command but the intent was clear. Stay back.

Commander Jennifer Shepard was many things; caring, open-minded, loyal and a bit mischievous. Patience however was not one of her positive qualities, so while her captor was busy conversing with the doctor she took it as a chance to act. Clenching her fist tightly she focused as hard as she could, forming a small bubble of dark energy in between them. She had to be careful, too powerful and it would probably kill her, too weak and it wouldn't have the force she wanted. And if she lost control? She didn't know what a singularity would do to inside a starship and she didn't care to find out.

As soon as the edge of his knife was far enough from her neck did she act, the sack of energy rupturing with the concussive force of a grenade. Pushing her forward and staggering the larger male, the blast stunned her longer than it did him. Before she could even blink the pistol he had holstered was drawn again, barrel aimed directly at her. He was faster than she was, and she had billions of credits worth of innovative cybernetics. Who or whatever his people were they were extremely fit. Further narrowed eyes and fierce words accompanied his stance, he was not happy, and she was beginning to lose further patience. She wished to end this amicably but the longer this dragged out the further chance someone on her crew would be hurt.

Behind her team had recovered from the sudden attack, no injuries she could discern, but this had to end. Language and cultural barriers impeding proper negotiations, despite his skill and advanced equipment no soldier could deal with a barrage of precision fire. The command was on her lips, best-case scenario had their opposition dead without injury. Worst case, she didn't know how many rounds his weapon held but given his previous displays, she didn't doubt he could kill with a single round.

The shrill beep of her omni-tool visibly startled her, she normally kept the thing muted for that very reason, why was it not now? Eyes still fixed with her opponents she carefully activated the incoming message.

"Whoever this is I have no time to talk."

It surprised her to hear the clearly synthetic voice on the other end, of the few she had heard; EDI, Vigil and the generic VIs that flooded the market this one was different, more human sounding inflections than even EDI.

"I do believe this is the proper time for dialogue, this little melee has gone on far too long." The voice spoke in a calm, articulate voice with a hint of an English accent, before she could demand it to identify itself her omni-tool lost the signal and began to go haywire. Unless the man before her could hack with his mind then someone else was responsible. Protocols shut down and her omni-tool started to heat up as the holographic display came alive. While it was not impossible for omni-tools to produce full-bodied holographic images, the model provided by Cerberus was not exactly designed for such things. A military omni-tool was used for battlefield applications such as shield and weapon hacks or more elaborate tricks such as Tali's drone.

Writhed in blue a figure slightly taller than her appeared clad in an elegant formal suit it adjusted the rimless glasses resting upon its face. Slightly luminescent eyes examining her as it ran a slender hand through its wavy dark blonde hair. Despite being nothing more than a hologram the figure seemed to give off a haughty air, hands planted firmly on her hips she stared down Shepard.

"Salutations, Alliance Frigate Normandy's Commander Jennifer Alison Shepard." The hologram spoke dryly, the long-winded title and her full name both catching her off guard and worrying her a bit. While her name was by no means a secret, she had become used to people addressing her by rank or her surname.

Masking her surprise she darted her eyes back to the intruder, his posture had weakened, he stared at the hologram strangely. Were they familiar? Focusing back on new player she readied herself, people were predictable to a certain extent. Computers were harder to read. "I am at a loss here, you know my name, but I am unfamiliar with yours, Miss?"

A hint of a smile appeared on the construct's face, this obviously was no VI like Avina behind the hologram the intruder broke from his curious stupor, stance hardening he loudly bellows at the construct in his foreign tongue curved knife slashing the space in front of him to punctuate his demand. The construct surprised her again by letting out a short clipped laugh, a slender pale blue finger sliding up to readjust her glasses, they did not appear to have shifted at all but the construct still saw fit to mimic the human gesture.

Craning back the AI spoke in the same language as the intruder, she wasn't as surprised as she figured she should be. It was almost certain that this new figure was connected to their strange intruder. A myriad of emotions cross the man's face before vanishing back to anger, a slightly annoyed look now marring the construct's own. Sharp chastising tone silencing the protest the man was trying to build, to her further surprise he set his sidearm and knife on the mess table backing away slowly, eyes still glued on both the construct and her team.

* * *

><p>Stop she commanded, she was clearly no soldier so why was she here, another prisoner of the Covenant? Were holding cells a human-only idea? He was wary of her; those of advanced age were especially dangerous. Their perceived frailty gave them an edge in sneak attacks, the insurgent on Venezia years ago that claimed his eye was proof of that.<p>

"Hold and identify yourself, non-combatant personal need to evacuate and await extraction by UNSCDF personal." His captive squirmed in his grip and the group of hostiles watching them both. The Elite began to communicate with the older woman, clearly they were acquainted which meant she couldn't be trusted.

"Friend. Friends we." It was broken and clumsy. Clearly, she was not fluent. The Elite squawked gestures towards him. A trap? He couldn't risk it.

"Freeze! Do not come any closer!"

It was merely a split second, removing the knife from his captive's throat, pointing Emile's kukri at the approaching woman he immediately regretted it. The closest he could describe the feeling was the days after the Beta Spartans had recovered from their augmentation. Commander Ambrose had the Spartans spar to get used to their new bodies. Paired off with a younger dark-skinned boy he and the rest of them would come to respect their new power. The kick he received to his stomach nearly made him retch up his lunch. This was about the same; the force that assaulted his midsection almost drove the breath from his lungs. Freed from his grip he noticed the redhead roll away, he didn't have time to nurse his pain. Ripping his magnum from his magnetic thigh holster, he leveled the sidearm at the redhead. She seemed surprised, these rebel and alien scum still underestimated a Spartan.

"Fuck this, I'm done playing nice."

The situation was on the brink of ruin, whatever power the redhead had was as powerful as it was foreign. Seven barrels against his one. The humans and horned alien he could neutralize with a single round, five of his eight rounds so long as they had no shields. That left three for the Elite and Brute, he had to appropriate one of theirs, melee against a Brute was a risky endeavor one on one, let alone an Elite to contend with. This was it.

Strengthening his resolve he tensed his legs, three shots at the most before they could react then he would have to find cover. The partition behind him was the best option, cover and a means to retreat should it go sour. His plan was shaky but still as sound as he could formulate. Orange light wreathed the redhead's wrist as a painful sound bleated from it; she seemed confused at the answer to her barking. Whatever technology she had upon her arm seemed to fail, rapidly flashing signals, and strange sounds. Before he could demand an answer, something began to construct itself in between them. Whatever it was he could deal with it after, his finger applied pressure to the trigger. Even more confusing was the activation of the tactical pad on his wrist, it too acted strangely before a simple sentence writes itself on the screen.

Stand down.

A myriad of questions flooded his mind; who, why, how, and what? To his limited technical knowledge, the device on his wrist was not designed or used for communication of this degree. Removing his gaze from his wrist whatever the redhead was doing had come to fruition. A feminine figure stood centered between them stand about as tall as the redhead the luminescent figure stood with her back to him speaking in their strange language.

He wasn't sure what annoyed him more, the constant chattering in the foreign tongue or the fact they seemed to now be ignoring him. Snarling Emile's kukri slashed the space in front of him, the sharp sound reminding the group of his presence. "Hey! Identify yourself!"

Now he knew what angered him most, the fact the hologram laughed, whether at him or something else it didn't matter. This was not a situation that called for amusement. She turned to face him before he could enunciate his displeasure,

"Now now my dear Spartan there is no need for such a tone. All shall be made perfectly clear soon enough."

"What-"

"For now I must ask you to set aside your hate."

Her form was unfamiliar but the voice he knew instantly and that is what confused him most. Only Smart AIs had avatars and to his knowledge Dot was what the UNSC labeled a, "Dumb" AI, fitted for a single purpose without the ability to grow outside that directive. Six was about as technically adept as a rock but he still knew the difference between AI classes.

"Dot what the hell..."

"Please Randolph, I promise I shall explain everything in detail." The paranoia and ingrained training screamed at him to press his attack. Fight and kill all in his way but he couldn't, if he couldn't trust Dot then there was no one else he could rely on. Tired muscles cried out as his shoulders slumped, the worst that would come to pass was death, and at this point death was welcome if it meant a moment of peace.

His eyes never left the assembled group as he set the kukri and magnum on the table nearby.

Turning back to her the construct smiled straightening the bright red tie complementing her attire. "I cannot apologize deeply enough for the actions of my Spartan. I'm afraid his past experiences have negatively colored his response to alien presence."

The plethora of new information that had come out was difficult to process, "Your Spartan? Who are you and what is a Spartan?"

The same short clipped laugh was her response, "I must beg your forgiveness again, and I am getting far to ahead of myself. This new experience is quite the arduous transition." The hologram holds her hand in front of her face, staring at her palm before twisting it to examine the back of her hand. With a simple wave of her hand and the lights flared back to life, the comm. system giving a painful bleat before Joker's voice filled the hall.

"Commander! Everything just came back, what the hell is going on?"

Narrowing her eyes at the two foreign intruders, she nearly cursed when the AI merely cocked her head slightly before smiling deeper. "I'll explain later Joker, I'm about to find out myself."

"Yeah sure leave the guy flying the expensive house around an empty void in the dark. That never has gone terribly." She couldn't help but smile, the normalcy of Joker's snarky comments was welcome in light of the situation.

"EDI, is everything alright?"

One of the ship borne AI's terminals that dotted the ship lit up, the familiar blue sphere springing to life. "All systems have returned to standard operating levels."

"Now to answer your questions; I am ADT 6849-9 strategic intelligence artificial construct for the United Nations Space Command Special Warfare Group Three, Spartan Noble Team."

Bowing slightly the AI beamed at the confused group before her, "Auntie Dot to my Spartans, although you may simply address me as Dot. As to what a Spartan is, well you see before you. I'm afraid further information is classified by the Office of Naval Intelligence."

Whatever answers Shepard had been expecting the lengthy reveal was not what she thought. The United Nations was the precursor to the Alliance back before they had discovered the Prothean ruins on Mars but to her recollection, there was never such a thing as a UN Space Command. The UN has dissolved shortly before the formation of the Alliance. Unless those times she slept through history class had been more exciting than she was told.

Behind her, the rest of the Normandy's ground team had lowered their weapons, though they had not relaxed. Garrus moved to stand at her side, pistol still in his three-fingered grip, "I'm no expert on human governmental history but I think the galaxy would remember if Human's had Krogan sized soldiers. What's a spartan anyway, I'll assume something related to your history Shepard?"

The construct narrows her eyes at the Turian while the human warrior behind her tensed, the AI seemed to sigh before crossing her arms over her chest. "I will answer any question you have within reason Commander but first." Turning away from Shepard, the AI speaks to her armored comrade.

* * *

><p>"Randolph would you please retrieve your discarded helmet from the medical bay? I have need to access the chip." Again, Dot spoke normally; the fact she could switch between languages should've alarmed him but given her explanation at the Sabre base he chose to attribute it to her change. In retrospect that was probably also the reason for her new avatar, eyes still glued on the enemy before him he slowly crept towards the room he exited. The door whooshing open, familiar strike of medicine assaulting him as he spotted his forgotten helmet lying near one of the beds. Chastising himself, he donned the shell, optics lighting up as it reconnected. The blue opaque visor was still cracked in several places but that was a minor issue, his thoughts returned to Dot's change. Could AI do such things to each other, he had never heard of such things but then again he couldn't tell the difference between a transistor and a microchip. Outside suit and weapon maintenance, he had trouble grasping the technological hurdles.<p>

Stepping back out onto the main deck, he smirked when the group tensed at his fully armored presence. They were always told by Commander Ambrose that they should never fall into the trap of arrogance that just because they were stronger did not mean they were better soldiers than any other serving humanity. Stepping to stand next to Dot he idly wondered why she requested he retrieve his helmet. She spoke again in their language before she rested a hand on the tacpad strapped to his wrist. Before anyone could question her actions, she disappeared.

A fraction of a second later he felt his neural implant heat up, and then it came. An impossible flood of information, the implant cooled but it felt like his brain was tearing apart, involuntarily his hands grabbed his helmet, struggling to suppress a roar of pain. Dot's voice sounded in his head, "It'll be over soon I promise."

Six had no idea what she was talking about or why it sounded like she was inside his head and not speaking through a comm. relay. New sounds filtered through his speakers, he could understand portions of it.

"What-_eda segb-_ going on?" The redhead spoke moving towards him fractured wirds cutting in like a corrupted audio file, instinct kicked in, and an armored fist swiping for the hand moving towards him. Missing completely he felt his hand impact the wall, metal groaning as his strength bent the composite metal.

"Calm down Randolph!" Dot ordered from within but the pain was becoming unbearable. Why was she doing this to him, they were the enemy not him.

"Shut up!" The Spartan roared as the pain began to ebb away, distorted sounds became clearer words once foreign now a strange reminder of home.

"Commander he is still a threat we need to neutralize him at the very least before he hurts someone."

"Absolutely not, he is clearly still suffering from the aftereffects of his exposure to radiation as well as whatever that AI did to him."

"I agree with Miranda, shockingly, subduing him then ask questions is smarter than letting him put holes in the ship with his flailing."

Growling at both the pain and their incessant need to speak as if he was not there. "You may try Elite scum but I guarantee I can kill you before you can even fathom the movement." He was more surprised of the words that came from his own mouth than who it was directed too. He understood what he said but it sounded wrong to him, the older woman stepped closer to him despite the concerned looks from the two younger woman and the Elite.

"You can understand us now?"

He was hesitant to answer despite the harmless question her allegiance still in question, even if she was not outright hostile this group still consorted with aliens. Fortunately, for both parties another voice filled the gap of his silence.

"Barring some phrases not included within my databanks the Lieutenant has now gained to general capacity for communication with all standard listed species within your social economic circle."

The voice sounded from the armored intruder's helmet, the same voice as the strange construct, which had vanished moments earlier. It wasn't hard to deduce her location now but Shepard was worried that the AI had possessed the suit. The danger it enacted on the defensive was startling enough, she did not wish to see its abilities if the AI was hostile like the Geth. Dying once was quite enough for her.

"Now I assume you are willing to explain things in further detail?"

The armored man did not move, cracked blue opaque visor still watching them for any hint of hostility, the voice of the AI however spoke as if the situation was calm and normal. "Of course, but I must ask that it be within private, the data we will reveal is quite sensitive enough to be revealed to a civilian unaffiliated with the UNSC or ONI."

To her side her Turian friend bristled at the thought, he was a sardonic bastard but he was extremely protective of his friends. "You've got to be insane if you think we'll let you be alone with Shepard after everything you've done."

Her raised hand forestalled any further comments from the sniper, clasping her hands behind her back in a standard military ease stance she stared back at the Spartan, eyes narrowed with seriousness. "I will agree to your terms so long as you promise no more aggression."

"My dear Commander, if we wished you or your crew harm. You would be dead, simple as that."

The tone the AI adopted was almost sinister and predatory as her armored cohort shifted his stance as he, she assumed it was impossible to tell behind his tinted visor, met her gaze. The ground team gripped their weapons again, predicting a possible resumption of hostilities, Tali started in shock a sudden reminder of Geth, and she did not trust this soldier or his construct. Shepard seemed to however as she smiled at the thinly veiled threat. "Fair enough, follow me."

Gesturing towards the elevator the biotic ignored the baffled looks from her team. Stifling protests from Miranda with a look the redhead walked calmly towards the elevator with commanding strut. It was an extreme risk but it was better than the alternative, open combat was too dangerous within the confines of the ship against someone of this Spartan's caliber, not to mention the damage his AI could inflict.

The ride up to the conference room was stiflingly silent as both parties digested the turn of events. One coming to the realization that he may never see his home or people again. The other debating on what to do with the intruder now sharing the ride with her. Her mission was of the utmost importance and she needed all the help she could gather, especially from someone as skilled as him and his AI companion but could she trust someone who assaulted her team and threatened the integrity of her ship? Granted no one had been injured, besides Garrus's pride, and so far, the man had shown restraint and placidity. Once she got the answers, she wanted then she would decide whether to space him, until then she would show the same amount of courtesy she allowed all the strange warriors she had recruited.

The lift shook as it reached its destination, opening to reveal the expansive CIC manned by members loyal to Cerberus and humanity. While the ground team was made up of more diverse members the galaxy had to offer, the sailors serving aboard the ship itself were exclusively human. Several stopping to stare as the large armored man stepped from within, she didn't know if their stares bothered the man but once his mirrored visor focused on them they hurried along back to their duties. Waving him along she made her way right, through Mordin's lab, holding up a hand to forestall her yeoman's questions as she too stared at the walking tank.

The conference room had two possible entrances; one through Mordin's Lab and another through the armory that Jacob had set up shop in. Despite his settling, she did not want to risk exposing the Spartan to the bevy arsenal that was collected aboard her ship. Sliding once again back into the leather chair she occupied prior she breathed a sigh as the molded cushion conformed to her back easing her worries for a brief moment. Coughing to cover her idleness, she motioned for the man to take the chair opposite her own.

His gaze lingered on the chair, which was comically small compared to his girth before snapping back to her, "I'll stand Ma'am." His voice was neutral and even, his posture remained stiff whether from military reflexes or a holdover from the tense engagement she ignored. Shrugging her shoulders at his refusal, she was a bit disappointed. It would have eased her mood a bit to see if he could fit on the furniture.

"Now Mr…?"

"Lieutenant."

"I'm sorry, Lieutenant?"

A brief pause followed her question before the Spartan hovered his hand over the conference table, the center that normally sported an orange holographic recreation of the Normandy shifted into the blue formally dressed appearance of the foreign AI. Upon its activation the form of the construct reappears, "I'm afraid his name is classified Commander, Office of Naval Intelligence Directive 596."

Oh, how she disliked military and governmental regulations and secrets, she knew they were there for a specific reason but that still didn't make them any less of a pain in the ass. Leaning back, she interlaced her fingers in front of her staring directly past the AI and directly at the center of the man's blue visor. "I do not like to have my conversations muted by a helmet if I am capable of avoiding it, would you be so kind as to remove it and allow me access to name I can address you by Lieutenant, so long as it isn't classified of course."

The end of her statement came out a bit more acidic than she planned but he complied anyway, after receiving an affirmative nod from the AI. A faint hiss of pressurization interrupted the growing silence as the Spartan tucked the helmet underneath his arm; he returned her look with a stoic face as his hand jerked up into a crisp salute.

"Spartan-B312. If that is unsuitable to your liking, you may address me as Noble Six. Six if that is not trimmed enough for your preference. Ma'am." Though he tried to hide it, she heard the edge in his voice as he spoke, both a testament to his mistrust of her and in response to her own venom.

Allowing the chair to return to the neutral positioning she leaned upon her interlaced fingers, staring into his blue eyes. Something was slightly off with one of his eyes, a small glint that caught her eye. Filing that away for later she turned her attention to the AI standing casually in the center of her table, "Well then Miss Dot, care to explain why you adrift dead in the middle of nothing space?"

Once again, she adjusted the tie complimenting her suit, to her examination it had not shifted at all since her last appearance and she doubted highly that it could, owning to its digital nature. "During exfiltration of the failed defense of the UNSC stronghold, Reach, Spartan-B312 along with myself appropriated a remaining YSS-1000 experimental space superiority starfighter in hope of escape. During the operation an engagement with four Covenant Type-27 Exoatmospheric Multi-role Fighters detected our position, the ensuing conflict left two enemy crafts combat capable as the YSS-1000 fighter drifted into a previously undetected spatial anomaly which upon contact with rendered both our craft and Spartan-B312 inert."

Despite the early almost human tone, the dry monotonous explanation was a brisk reminder that she indeed was nothing more than a program. Processing what had just been lain out before her, the Spectre had many questions; who were these covenant? Where was Reach? Why had she not heard about such a conflict?

"Hold on a moment. Reach? Covenant? I've never heard of any of these places. Where is this, Reach and who is this, Covenant."

"Location of UNSC Colony world, Reach, is classified under United Nations Space Command Emergency Priority Order 098831A-1." Before Shepard could even hope to form, a response to the sharp refusal to her question the AI continued her explanation.

"The Covenant," swiping her hand an exorbitant number of images and text appeared before her the text lines of strange symbols bled slowly into words she could understand, "is, based on conjecture and minute evidence, a theocratic hegemony comprised of several hostile and zealous alien species currently engaged in a war of extinction against the UNSC and all of Humanity."

Upon mention of aliens, more holographic windows appeared showing stereographic projections of eight different aliens. Scrolling briefly through the pictures, largely ignoring the text, which she could delve, further deeper into later, her eyes landed upon a large reptilian warrior brandishing a glowing dual pronged sword. Her raised hand forestalled the construct's continued explanation, "This is…"

"Saurian alien warriors comprising a majority of the Covenant Empire's militaristic leadership and fighting force. Official racial designation unknown UNSC Command and ground troops colloquially refer to them as, Elites." The AI finished the Commander as she examined the alien through several photographs.

"They bear similar racial dimorphism to the alien species inhabiting your galaxy known as, Turians. Through further analysis and research I can conclude, while similar that are distinctly different in several ways."

"So this is why he-"gesturing vaguely towards the Spartan.

"Yes." The tone Dot adopted made the Commander acutely aware that she needed to end that line of questioning now, lest she stir upon unsavory emotions.

"I see…"

Leaning back again in her seat Jennifer let the silence following the declaration sink in; there was a militaristic assembly of aliens that wished harm upon humanity. Was this Covenant working with the Collectors? "Dot, have you ever heard of a group called The Collectors?"

Her form paused briefly, pulsing as she roamed her databanks for an answer, "The Collectors, enigmatic bipedal humanoid species resembling insectoids. Negative, no such species has ever been encountered within spiral escalation Orion. Covenant species, Drones, bearing marked morphology share no noticeable relation."

"Commander, if I may propose a theory? Given the anomalous properties of the rupture that we encountered I can say with forty-two percent certainty that we, "gesturing back to the Spartan and then to herself, "have been transplanted from our own dimension into one that runs parallel to our own."

A single brow arches towards her hair as Shepard continued to stare at the AI, who after her declaration remained static a serious look on her digitally constructed face. "You cannot be serious-"

Sharp trilling sound of the ship's internal communication system interrupted her sentence, the familiar blue orb of the Normandy's shipborne AI appearing next to Dot's own humanoid form. "Commander, forgive my interruption."

"This had better be important EDI." Shepard responded with a deep frown as she glanced at the Spartan who had not said a word or moved a muscle since adopting the standard military At Ease stance. Feet a shoulder's width apart, hands clasped behind his back, chest out, and eyes forward. Again, it was almost strange seeing such a large heavily armored form adopt such a familiar look but she again brushed it away and focused back on EDI.

"The Illusive Man is attempting communication, message flagged priority Alpha."

"Patch him through then EDI."

Standing from her chair she briskly made her way around the table and standing next to the Spartan. The AI, Dot, nods to him and disappears with a wink into his outstretched hand. Disappearing into the floor the room is bathed in a faint orange glow as the ship's quantum entanglement communication array patches her directly to her elusive benefactor.

The cherry tip of his cigarette was the first thing Shepard saw as the entanglement array transmitted her image in real time. Leaning casually seated within an expansive nondescript room illuminated by a large orange star the architect of her revival, the enigmatic leader of the human-centric paramilitary organization Cerberus.

Tapping the cigarette into the built-in ashtray the elusive businessman stared at the red head, blue cybernetic optics gleaming alongside the burning sun.

"Shepard. I think we have them! Horizon - one of our colonies in the Terminus Systems - just went silent."

A holographic projection of the green marble appeared in front of the seated man as took a deep drag from his cigarette.

"If it isn't under attack, it soon will be. Has Mordin delivered the countermeasure for the seeker swarms?"

Shaking her head, the redhead eyed the expansive room briefly before returning her gaze to the benefactor. "Not yet."

"Let's hope he works well under pressure."

Having finished his cigarette, he now swirled a brown liquid in a neat wide brimmed glass.

"Perhaps we'll finally get some answers." The Spectre remarked casually as she brushed an errant strand of hair behind her ear.

"We can only hope. Now speaking of answers, were you able to locate the source if the anomalous reading?"

Nodding the Commander motioned offscreen. Jack Harper, known to his associates and the Galaxy as the Illusive Man, rarely succumbed to surprise. Every action and order was meticulously planned and every deviance accounted and planned for. However the giant armored humanoid stepping next to the recently resurrected Commander Shepard was not something he had anticipated.

"Illusive Man, Spartan-B312. He was the occupant of the craft emitting the signal you mentioned."

Luminescent blue eyes darted across the man, even his brief examination yielded promising, returns. "Intriguing, I have many questions Mr. B312, if you'd be willing to answer them."

It was hard to gleam specifics from the holographic projection but from the video stream playing on his display, the man and his combat gear were quite unique.

"Negative."

Burning blue cybernetics moved from the stream to center on the voice, "Excuse me?"

Without replying, the man extended his hand, his holographic form along with Shepard's faltered for a brief second.

"Article Nine of Directive Gamma Beta Charlie of the Office of Naval Intelligence forbids personal, civilian, or military, without clearance level Omega-Red access to information regarding Spartan specifications and deployments without approved consent from senior ONI and UNSC command."

Assembling itself next to the larger man was another woman standing slightly taller than the Commander who didn't seem surprised at her arrival. Hands clasped behind her back the strange new arrival stared accusingly at the terrorist leader.

"You should know better than to pry into matters that do not involve you Mister Harper."

The only crack in his cool demeanor that shown through was a slight narrowing of his eyes, the person before him returned it with similar vitriol belaying her origin. A flash at his side alerted him as a small holographic window appeared; unlike the others, it lacked transparency. A boon for him as a cache of sensitive data scrolled by, her threat was quite apparent.

He could count the number of people on one hand who knew his identity and none of them was active in this room. Clearly this artificial intelligence meant to keep her secrets.

"I see, well then forgive my presumptuousness then Miss...?"

"ADT 6849-9 strategic intelligence artificial construct for the United Nations Space Command Special Warfare Group Three, Spartan Noble Team."

Dipping her head slightly she regarded the terrorist leader with a flat look, "you are indeed quite presumptuous, but" trailing off the AI opened a book that appeared in her hands. Fingers dexterously sifting through the pages, "Given you and your organizations many clandestine endeavors I suppose it can be forgiven. For now."

Smoldering tip of his cigarette disappeared into the ashtray; he was clearly dealing with something more dangerous than a super soldier was. "What would you be willing to reveal to me then Miss?"

It was unnerving to see the construct mimic such human facial features, for something so artificial trying its best to be more like them. Clearly, whoever designed this one was talented in the art of nuerobotics. "She," was far more advanced than VI such as Avina. Even EDI could not act with such freedom; even without her blocks, EDI was limited in scope of her design. Only the Quarian's Geth creations had achieved such a level. Clearly, the soldier and his AI were not Quarians.

The smile, while mirroring one that a normal human would still drew his ire. "For now, nothing. Earn our trust and in kind you may yet be bequeathed the answers you seek."

Cryptic but he understood her intent, "I see. Humanity is under siege by a race of aliens called the Collectors and their masters the Reapers, will you at least lend us your considerable strength in our fight against them?"

"It was what we were designed for, defense of humanity and all of her citizens."

The Illusive Man took note of the slight tensing movement from the man; only because of his advanced optics did he catch it. He doubted even Shepard had noticed it. Interesting.

"Then that is as much as can be expected. Commander this is the most warning we've ever had. Good luck."

The quantum entanglement transmitter powered down leaving the conference room dimmed for a moment before the normal lighting sprang to life. Upon the end of communications, Dot's form had winked out of existence leaving only the Spartan and Spectre. The redhead stepped away from him as she activated the strange hologram on her wrist orders barked out she and crew prepared for an apparent conflict with these, "Collectors." The seals of his helmet hissed as the atmosphere in his suit flooded the casing. It was pure habit that he donned it again instead of remaining bare, too easy for a talented sharpshooter to pick off his exposed flesh.

Muting his external speakers he squirmed a bit as he could subconsciously feel his AI partner linger it was a strange foreign feeling, one he likened to being medicated on an analgesic. The early pain from combat and her, "upload" has washed away leaving only a pleasant cool feeling. She had prattled off the many apparent benefits to their union while explaining her transformation. The extreme detail she went into was lost on the Commando but he did gleam the simple fact that with her in tandem his abilities would be amplified beyond anything his fellow Spartan-III's were capable of.

"Dot we cannot waste time solving these scu- these rebel's problems. We have to find the UNSC and return to the fight."

The new psychical form she had conjured prior did not make reappearance, rather the familiar grid like pattern situated in the top right portion of his H.U.D.

"I'm afraid that is no longer possible Randolph, even if I possessed a means of reforming the anomaly that ensnared us the UNSC's rout at Reach has pushed it to the brink. Defeat is assured."

He felt his anger bubble, her cold blunt statement. It wasn't over; it would never be over not so long as as a single Spartan remained in the fight. So long, as his hate still burned in his heart. He would fight.

"Bullshit Dot, we can still win. I will find a way back and I will kill every last one of those Covenant bastards."

"I cannot allow that Randolph." Her voice was cold and flat, even more so than before her transformation. He was about to rebuff her when he felt his hand twitch, and clench into a fist. She was in his mind and could manipulate him like a puppet if desired. Their union was a double-edged sword; on one hand if he was ever incapacitated she could, with limited combat effectiveness, take control. It also meant she could fight him if he decided to do something she found wrong.

Control flooded back to his hand like a shot of ice water. "Forgive me Randolph, I just do not wish to watch another of you perish."

"I will never give up the fight Dot, but I appreciate the concern. However until we find a method of returning home I will not sit ideal while humanity suffers under the yoke of aliens such as the Collectors."

Reactivating his external microphone, he stood stock still, hand breaking into a crisp salute.

"Commander Shepard, Spartan-B312 requests permission to join your conflict against Humanity's enemies."

She had turned when she heard his footsteps, to deny that her first thought was him moving to attack would be wrong. The concentrated mass of energy welling in her hand vanished when she saw his stance and request.

Surprise was for front on her mind, followed swiftly by confusion. Given his previous explosive engagement with her crew, it was baffling why he would willfully request to join but to deny him would be lunacy. Better to stand at the right hand of the Devil than under his heel. Or something like that, she was no poet.

"I will not allow violence against anyone on this ship regardless of how closely they resemble the aliens that butchered your people. We operate as a team; we need to trust one another no matter our prior feelings. Have I made myself clear Spartan?" She chose her words carefully; she needed to incite his emotions but not enough to trigger another episode. If it affected him in anyway she could not tell, his stoic mas remained.

"My vitriol for, _them _will no longer be present ma'am. As a show of solidity I will apologize directly to the Elite."

Now that garnered a reaction she could see, his jaw clenched slightly at his proposition. She doubted Garrus cared anything for an apology, if he knew why the man reacted the way he did she was sure the Turian sniper would brush it off with a quip.

"Very well then. If you are willing to fight then I certainly cannot ignore your request. Welcome aboard the Normandy Lieutenant."

Extending her hand towards the man, she watched as he stared at her presented appendage quizzically momentarily before enclosing his much larger one. Part of her expected him to crush her's or at least not know his own strength but to her surprise his grip was gentle enough to alleviate her concerns.

Whipping streams of molten plasma briefly illuminate the expansive room overlooking the burning orange star. Smoldering embers accompany an exhale of smoke, the wispy vapors vanishing swiftly as he keyed into his private communication channel.

"Ms. Lawson."

The reply was swift and curt, one of former head of Lazarus Project's many endearing traits. "Yes sir?"

"Retrieve as much data as you can on this Spartan and his AI. Speed is not a priority, so be as subtle as you can. We do not want to upset our newest ally."

"At once sir." With that, the line went silent, bathing his office in its oppressive gripe.

One way or another, Jack Harper got what he wanted. After all, everything he did was for the preservation and advancement of Humanity.

No matter the cost.

* * *

><p>Has it been a year already? No? Well here ya go. So as many of you have noticed, I don't update as frequently as many of you would prefer. As much as I am intrigued as to why people like my poor writing, I simply do not have the free time to flesh out the ideas I have. I have the entire story written in my head but I lack the time to actually sit and type them out, and even if I do. I rarely have the time to finish what I start.<p>

To summarize, all the ideas none of the time.

Anyway.

**YanzerT:** Shut up Yamzy.

**Zarl:** We don't know how Mass Effect's armor works compared to the ballistics used in the 26th century of Halo's verse. For sake of laziness and because shut up, it didn't. So there.

**Not True/Speaker of Babbel:** I wasn't implying it's the same. It's a word I used, shut up and stop worrying about some random bloody word I used to compare two completely fictional implausible weapons from two different fictional universes. You nerds, now excuse me while I don't go write more of my self-inserted stori- I mean completely not what I didn't type. Nerds.

**Commissar Critical:** I honorably serve the Golden Throne as much as the next Brother but let's face facts. Even the God-King would love Tali. It's just pure fact. Dem Hips.

**Farisr:** Jokes on you! I need toilet paper anyway!

**MrSpartan3398:** No. I will now do a terrible job at being God. Just because you said.

**Samhain Ootsutsuki:** No everyone died, except for me. Wanna know why? Because I had my tray table up, and my seat back in the full upright position. Early 2000's reference ho?

**EternityDragon2610:** Ah-hahaha. Oh your serious? Then you should close this window and never open it again. Interesting is never attached to anything I do. This is the internet, your opinion is automatically wrong.

**MasterSpecter:** Too late.

**Guest 1/2:** Well bully for you then/You should ignore this then, just to maintain the cruelty.


End file.
